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5 2 Brorbero, Dukes of Normandy. 
* a 


Aubrey, their Kinſman. 
Giſpert, the Chancellor. 
Baldwin, the Prince's Tutor. 


© >< qe d Captains of Rollo'r Fact 


r. Captains of Otto's Fattion. 


Latorch, Rollo's Earwig. 
Hammond, Captain of the Guard to Rollo, 
Allan, his Brother. 4 5 | 
a, 27 1 - 

La Fisk, es — Pg my 

Rufee, Five cheating Rogue 
De Bube, | 
Pipeau, 


Cook. 


Dramatis Perſonz. 


Fortis, Mather to the Dole, 
Matilda. her Daughter. 
n, Danghver fo Baldwin. 
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ACTI: SCENET' 


Enter Gisbert and Baldwin: 


wn HE Brothers then are met? 


Gisb. They are, Sir. 
Bald. 'Tis thought they may be reconcibd. 
Gisb, Tis rather wiſht z for ſuch, whoſe Reaſon 


Dotz direct their Thoughts without Self. Flattery, 
Dare not hope it. | 


Bald. The Fires of Love, which the dead Duke belicy'd 


His equal Care of both would have united, 
Ambition hath divided: And there are 

Too many on both Parts, that know they cannot 
Or riſe to Wealth or Honour, their main Ends, 
Unleſs the Tempeſt of che Prince's Fury | 

Make troubled Seas, and thoſe Seas yield fit Billows 
In their bad Arts to give way to a Calm, 

Which yielding reft and good, prove their Ruin, 
And in the Shipwrack of their Hopes and Fortunes, 
The Dukedom might be fav'd, had it but ten 
That ſtood affected to the general good, 

With that confirm'd Zeal which brave Aubrey does. 


Gizb. He is indeed the perfe&t Character 


Of a good Man, and fo his Actions ſpeak him. 


Bald. But did you obſerve the many Doubts and Cautions - 


The Brothers ſtood upon before they met? 


Gisb. I did; and yer, that ever Brothers ſhould 


Stand on more nice Terms, than fworn Enemies 
After a War proclaim'd, would with a Strange 
Wrong the Reporter's Credit .4 they ſaluted 
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| 4 > Bloody Brother. 


At diſtance, and ſo ſtrong was the Suſpicion 
Each had of other, that before they durſt 
Embrace, they were by ſeveral Servants ſearch'd, 
As doubting conceal'd Weapons, àntidotes 

Tx'cn openly by both, fearing the Room 
Appointed for the Interview was poiſon'd, 


- The Chairs and Cuſhions, with like care, ſarvey'd, 


And, in a word, in every Circumſtance, 
So jealous on both Parts, that it is more 
Than to be fear'd, Concord can never join 


Miads ſo divided. 


Bald. Yet cur beſt Endeavours 
Should not be wanting, Gisbert. 
Giab. Neither ſhall they. 


Enter Grandpree and Verdon. 


But what are theſe? GET 
Bald. "They arc without my Knowledge 1 


But by their Manners and Behaviours, | | 


They ſhould expreſs themſelves. | 
Grand. Since we ſerve Rollo, | YE 
| The elder Brother, we'll be Rollians, 
Who will maintain us, Lads, as brave as Romans ; 
You ſtand for him? 
 PFeard. ldo.' Grand. Why, then obſerve 
How much the Buſineſs, your 4 long' d-for Buſineſs, 
By Men that are nam'd from their Swords, concerns you. 
Lechery, our common Friend, ſo long kept under, 
With Whips, and beatiog fatal He BS. ZR. 
And Bawdry, in a French "Hood plead, before her N. 
Virginity ſhall be carted. 2 | 
Verd. Excellent! © 
Grand, And Hell bat grant, the Quarrel that's between 
The Princes may continue, and the Buſi nes 
That's of the Sword, tiout-laſt three Suits in Law, 
And we will make Attornies Lanſpriſadoes, 5 
And our brave Gown-men Practiſers of Back-words 
- The Pewtcr of all Serjeants Maces ſhall 
Be melted, and rurn'd into common Flaggons, 03 
In which it ſhall be lawful to carouſe 58 | 


To their moſt lowfic Fortunes. © : 8 


Bald. Here's a Stateſman. 
Grand. + CrodinrQull yr due, bac by lee. 


To make Demand of any Debt; and that 8 


8 once every Leap- year, in Which, if - 
oy * may be won for a French * 


To 


- . 


X The Bloody Brother. 5 
To pay a Soulz, he ſhall be regiſlred 

Verd. The Chancellor hears you. 

Grand. Fear not, | now dare ſpeak as loud as he, 
And will be heard. and have all I ſpeak Law; 

Have you no Eyes? There is a Revercnce duc 
From Children of the Gown, to Men of Action. 

Gisb. How's this? a 1 
Grand. Exen ſo; the Times, the Times are chang' d, 
All Bufineſs is not now preferr'd in Parchment, 

Nor ſhall a Grant. paſs that wants this Broad- Seal; 
This Seal, d'ye (ce? Your Gravity once laid 
My Head and Heels together in'the Dungeon, 
For cracking a ſcald Officer's Crown, for which 
A Time is come for Vengeance, and expect it; 
For know, you have not full three Hours to live. 

Gib. Yes, ſomewhat longer. 

Grand. To what end? 

Gizsb, To hang you; think on that, Ruffin; 

Grand. For you, School-maſter, 

You have a pretty Daughter; let me ſee, | 

Near Three a-clock, (by which time, I much fear, 

I ſhall be tis d with kiſſing ſome five hundred) 

Provide a Bath, and her to enteriain me, 

And that ſhall be your Ranſom. - 

Bald. Impudent Raſcal. | | 
Enter to them Trevile and. Duprets. 

Si. More of the Crew? | 

Grand. What are you? Rollians? | 
 Trev. No; this for Rollo, and all ſuch as ſerve him; 
We ſtand for Orro, | 

Grand. You ſeem Men of Faſhion, 

And therefore I'll deal fairly, you ſhall have 

The Honour this Day te be chronicled | 
The firſt Men kill'd by Grandpree ; you ſee this Sword, 

A pretty fooliſh Toy,.my Valour's Servant, 

And | may boldly ſay a Gentleman, 

It having made, when it. was Charlemaign's, 
Three thouſand Knights rhis, Sir, ſhall cur your Throar, 
And do you all fair Service elſe. Nee | 
Tuev. | kiſs your Hands for the good Offer; here's another too, 
the Servant of your Servant ſhall de proud to be ſcour'd in your 
ſweet Gurrsz till when pray you command me. | 


Grand. Your Idolater, Sir. ; 
5 Excunt. Manent Gisb. and Bald. 


Gisb. — 


| IS yr Bloody 4035 | 
'Gieb. That ever ſuch ſhould hold the Names of Men, Bi 
Or Juſtice be held Cruelty, when it labcurs beg crag 3 
To pluck ſuch Weeds up!? * 
Baſd. Vet they are protected, md wo the Great ones. 
Gul. Not the good ones, Baldwin, = 
Enter ro thew Av | 
Aub. Is this a time to be ſpent thus, 5 uch 
As are the principal Miniſters of the State? 
W ben they that are the Heads, have filbd the Court 
With Factions, a weak Woman only left 
To ſtay their bloody Hands? Cam her weak Arms 
Alone divert the Dangers ready noc 
To fall upon the Common- wealth, and bury 
The Honuurs of it, leaving not the Name 
Of what it was. Oh, Gisbert, the fair Tryals 
And frequent Proofs which our late Maſter made, 
Both ot your Love and Faith, gave him Afurance, 
To chuſe you at his Death a Guardian; nay, . 
A Father to his Sons ; and that . R 
How ill do you diſcharge ? | muſtbe plain, 
That, at the beſt, y'are a ſad Looker-on = 
Rs Of thoſe bad Practices you ſhould prevent. 
1 And where's the Uſe of your Philoſophy 
In this fo needſul a time? Be not ſecure; CD 
For, Baldwin, be afſur'd, ſince that the — ergy 
85 When they were young, and apt for any Form, 
Were given to your Inſtruction, and Brave Ordering; 3 W 
Twill be expected that they ſhould be good, | 
Or their bad Manners will by imputed yours. 
. Bald. Twas not in me, my Lord, to alter Nature. == 
7 Sicb. Nor can my Counſels work on them, thet will not 4 
2 Vouchſafe me hearing. IX | - 
Aubr. Do theſe Anſwers ſort, 
Or with your Place, or Perſons, or your Years? 
Can Gicbert, being the Pillar of the Law, 
. See them trod under Foot, or fore d to ſerve 
ky The Princes unjuſt Ends; and, with a Frown, 


— 


E Be filenc'd from exclaiming on th*-Abufe? 

= Or Baldwin only weep the deſp'rate Madneſs 

1 Of his ſeduced Popils? See their Minds, 

3 Which with good Arts he labour'd to build up 
WEN £ of ſucceeding. times, o erturn d 


"By u exmining Paraſites; no one Precept 


Leading to any Ant, or 66 gens Tt FX 
Bur is forc'd from their , in whoſe room | | 
"their Retirements 


Black Counks us a 


- The _ Brothey. es A.” 


And ſecret Conference N 
Dey di Defigns,, + Mary would ro farther; 
Bur 1 _ when 1 ſhould do, and chide others 
For that 1 now offend im: Sect confirm's, 
Now do, or never ſpeak mere, | n 
Gitzb. We are your's. | 
Enter Rollo, Latorch, TRIM Grandpree, Otto, "NTP and 

ede. an 

Rol. You ſhall know who! way 

Oro, I do, my Equal, 

Ru. Thy Prince; give way were we alone, I'd force 1 - 
In chy beſt Blood, to write thy felf my Subject, 

And glad I would receive if. | 

Aube. Sir, Gib. Dear Lord. | . 

Oero. Thy Subject? rr e 

Rol. Ves, nor ſhall tame 183 hold me 
A Minute longer, only half my ſelf ; 

My Birth gave me this Dukedom, and my Sword 
Shall change it to the common Grave of all | 

That tread upon her Boſom, &er I part with 

A Piece of Earth, or Tile that is mine. 

Orto. It needs not, and I would ſrorn to receive, 
Though offer'd, what I want not: Therefore know 
From me, tho' not deliver'd in great Words, 

Eyes red with Rage, poor Pride, and threaten'd Action; 
Our Father at his Death, then, when no accent, 
Wer't thou a Son, could fall from him in vain, 

Made us Co-heirs, our part of Land and Honours 

Of equal Weight; and to ſee this confrem'd, 

The Oaths of theſe are yet upon Record, 

Who, though they ſhould forſake me, and call down 
The Plagues of Perjury'on their finful Heads, 

I would not leave my ſelf. 

| Fev. Nor will we ſee the Will of the dead Duke infring', 

Lat, Nor I the Elder robb'd of what's Ins Right. 
Grand. Nor you? 

Let me take place, I ſay, I will not ſee't; 
My . Sword: is ſharpeſt. 

Aubr, Peace, you Tinder-boxes, 

Thar only carry Matter to make a Flame, 
Which will conſume you. 


Rol. You are troubleſome, I Baldwin. 
This is no time for Arguments, my Titte 
Needs not your School-Defences, but my Sword, 3 


With which the Gordian of your Sophiſtry be: 
Bcing cut, ſhall ſhew th” Impoſture, For your Laws = | 
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8 + alan my Lord, and if oll wen me, | 


1 "Re + Bloody tl. 
1 is in me to change them when | pleaſe, [ Gisbert. 
I being above them; Gisbert, would you have me r hem 


Let them now ſtretch their extrcameſt Rigour, | 
And ſeize upon that Traytor; and your Fongue urn, 4% 


. 


Make him appear firſt dangerous, then odious; 
And after, under the Pretence of Sat-ty | ' 


For the fick State, the Land's and Peoples Quiet, 


Cut off his Head: And I Il give up my Sword, 


And fight with them at a more certain Weapon 
To k. lr and with Authority. 


Gizb. Sir, I-grant the Laws arc uſeful Weapons, but found out 
To' aſſure the Innocent, not to oppreſs. 

Rol. Then ycu conclude him Innocent? 

Gib. The power your Father gave him muſt r not prove 2 Cri. 
Aubr. Nor ſhould you ſo receive it, | | 

Bald. To which purpoſe, 
All that dare challenge any part in \ Goodneſs - 
Will become Suppliants to ou. Kal. They have none 
That dare move me in this: Hence, I defic you, = 


'Be of his Party, bring ic to your Laws, 


And thou thy double Heart, thou popular Fool, 

Your moral Rules of Juſtice and her Ballance; 

I ſtand on mine own Guard. Otto. Which thy Uojuſtice 
Will make thy Enemies; by the Memory 

Of him, whoſe better Part now ſuffers for thee, 

Whole reverend Aſhes, with an impious Hand, : 


Thou throw'ſt out to Contempt, in-thy repining 2 


At this fo juſt Decree; thou art unwortbhy 


Of what his laſt Will, not thy Merits, gave the, 


That art ſo ſwoln within, with all thoie Miſchicts- 
That e'er made up a Tyrant, that thy Breaſt, 
The Priſon of thy Purpoſes,” cannot hold them 


But that they break forth, and, in thy own words, 


Diſcover what a Monſter they muſt ſerrs 1 80 
That ſhalt acknowledge thee. 510 

Rol. Thou ſhalt not live to be ſo hay. 

Aubr. Nor your Miſcrics begin in Murther. 

{ He offers his Sword ar Otto, the Fattion Joying, Aubrey neue, 
ſevers the Brothers, ; 

Duty, Allegiance,. and all reſpects of what you are, forſake me: 
Do you ſtare on? Is this a Theatre? | 
Or ſhall theſe kill themſelves, like to mad Fencers 


To make you Sport? \Keep them alundery ors | 


e on all. 


By Heav'n, I'll — 
Grand. Keep the 


rn 


e 15e Bloody Brother. 
I'll a& the Conſtable's part. 

Aubr, Live I to ſee this? , 
Wil you do that your Enemies dare not with, 
And cheriſh in your ſelves thoſe Furics, which 
Hell would caſt out? Do, I am ready; kill me, 
And theſe, that would fall willing Sacrifices 
To any Power that would reſtore your Reaſon, 
And make you Men again, which now you are not: 

Rol. Theſe are your Bucklers, Bo. 

Otto. My Hindrances; 

And were I not confirm'd, my Juſtice in 

The taking of thy Life, could net weigh down 
The Wrong, in ſhedding the leaſt Drop of Blood 
Of theſe whoſe Goodnei; only now protects thee, 
Thou ſhould'ſt feel I in Act would prove my ſelf 
What thou in Words doſt labour to appear. 

Rol. Hear this, and talk again? I'll break through all, 
But I will reach thy Heart. by | 

Orto. Tis better guarded. 

: . Euter Sophia. 

Soph. Make way, or I will force it; who are thoſe? 
My Sons? my Shames; turn all your Swords on me, 
And make this wretched Body but one Wound, ; 
So this unnatural Quarrel find a Grave 
In the unhappy Womb that brought you forth: 
Dare you remember that you had a Mother, 
Or look on theſe grey Hairs, made ſo with Tears, 
For both your Goods, and not with Age; and yet 
Stand doubtful to obey her? from me you had 
Life, Nerves, and Faculties, to uſe theſe Weapons; 
And dare you raiſe them againſt her, to whom 
You owe the means of being what you are? 
Orro. All Peace is meant to you. 

Soph. Why is this War then? f 
As if your Arms could be advanc'd, and I 
Not ſet upon the Rack? Your Blood is mine, 
Your Danger's mine, your Goodneſs I ſhould ſhare in; 
1 muſt be branded with thoſe impious Marks 
You ſtamp on your own- Forcheads and on mine, 
If you go on thus: For my good Name therefore, 
Though all Reſpects of Honour in your ſelves 
Be in your fury choak't, throw down your Swords; 
Your Duty ſhould be ſwifter than my Tongue; 
And join your Hands while they be innocent; 
You have Heat of Blood, and Youth apt to Ambition, 
To plead an eaſie Pardon for * vaſt - 


10 d | The, Bloocly Brother. N 
But all the Ills beyond this Hour committed, 


From God or Men muſt hope for no Excuſe. 
Gisb, Can you hear this unmov'd? 


No Syllable of this ſo pious Ch arm, but ſhould have Power 


-- To fruftrate all the juggling Deceits, 
With which the Devil blinds y'ou. 
Otto. I begin to melt I kno / not how. 
Kol. Mother, 1 leave you; nl 
And, Sir, be thankful for the Time you live, | 
Till we meet next, (which ſhall be ſoon and ſudden) 
To her Perſwaſion for you. ene 
Soph. O yet, ſtay, 8 | 
And rather than part thus, votichſaſe me hearing, 
As Enemies; how is my Soul divided? * 
My Love to both is equal, as my — p 
art, 


But are return d by neither; ny gliev'd 


Hold yet a little longer, and then break. 
I kneel to both, and will ſpeak ſo, but this 
Takes from me th' Authority of a Mother's Power; 
And therefore, like my ſelf, Otto, to thee, 
| er yet obſerve, Son,” how thy Mother's Tears 
utſtrip her forward Words, to make way for em). 
Thou art the younger, Otto, yet be now 
The firſt Example of Obedience to me, 
And grow the elcer in my Lore. 
Otto. The means to he fo happy? 
$oph.- This; yield up thy Sword, 
And let thy Piety give thy Mother Strength 
To take that from thee, which no Rncidies Foree 
Could e'er diſpoil thee of: Why do'ſt thou tremble, 
And with a fearful Eye fixt on thy Brother, 
Obſerv'ſt his ready Sword, as bent againſt thee? 
Lam thy Armour, and will be pierc'd through 
Ten thouſand times, before I will give way 
To any Peril may arrive at thees * 4 
And therefore fear not. 
Otto. Tis not for my ſelf, 
But for you, Mother; you are now ingag'd 
la more that lies in your un eſtion Vite; ; 
For, fince you have diſarm'd'me of Defence, 
Should 1 fall now, though by his Hand, the World 
May fay it was Voir F LY AL iS | 
Soph, All Worlds periſh, N 
Before my Piety tur Treaſon's Parent, 
Iake it again, and ſtand upon your Guard, 
And while your Brother is, continue arm'd 3 


— 


The Bloody Brother. 


And yet this fear is needleſs, for | know, 

My Rollo, though he dares as much as Man, 

So tender of his yet untainted Valour, 

So noble, that he dares do nothing baſely. 

You doubt him; he fears you; 1 doubt and fear. 

Both; for ethers Safety, and not mine own. = 

Know yet, my Sons, when of Neceſſity 

You muſt deccive, or be deceiv'd; tis betten 

To ſuffer Treafon, than to act the Traytor 

And in a War like this, in which tho Glory 

Is his that's overcome; conſider then *, 

What *tis for which you ſtrive: Is it the Dukedom? 

Or the Command of theſe ſo ready Subjects? 5 

Deſire of Wealth? or whatſoever elſe 

Fires your Ambition? This ſtill deſp'rite Madneſs, 

To kill the People-which you would be Lords of? 

With Fire and Sword to lay that Country waſte 

W hoſe Rule you ſeek for: To conſume the Treaſures; - 

W hich are the Sinews of your Government, 

In cheriſhiog the Factions that deſtroy it? 

Far, far be this from you: Make it not queſtion'd 

Whether you have Intereſt in that Dukedom, 

W hoſe Ruin both contend for. ISS 

© Oxt0. I deſire but to enjoy my own, which I will keep. 

Rol. And rather than Folterity ſhall! have cauſe 8 

To fay I ruin'd all, divide the Dukedom + 

IT will accept the Moicty.  Orzo. I embrace it. 
Soph. Divide me firſt, or tear me Limb by Limb, 

And let them find as many ſeveral Graves 

As there are Villages in Normandy: - 

And 'tis leſs Sin, than thus to weaken it. 

To hear it mention'd doth already make me 

Envy my dead Lord, and almoſt blaſpheme 

Thoſe Powers that heard my Prayer for Fruitfulneſs, 

And did not with my firſt Birth cloſe my Wonib- 

To me alone my ſecond Bleſſing proves G 

My firſt of Miſery, for if that Heav'n 

Which gave me Rollo, there had ſtaid his Bounty, 

And Otto, my dear Otto, ne'er had been, | 

Or being, had not been ſo worth my Love, 

The ſtream of my Affection had run conſtant 

In one fair Current, all my hopes had been, 

Laid up in one; and fruitful Normandy 

In this Divifion had not loft her Glories: 

For as tis now, tis a fair Diamond, " 

Which being preſery'd entire, * all Value, 

ä — 


* 
* 


| „ "2M 
- En he Bloody Brother. 
But cut in Pieces (though theſe Pieces are 
Set in fine Gold by the beſt Workman's cunning) 
: Parts with all Eſtimation: So this Dukedom, 
As tis yet whole, the neighbouring Kings may cover, 
But cannot compaſsz which divided, will 
Become the Spoil of every barbarous Foe 
That will invade ir. | 
__ _ Gisb. How this works in both! 
Bal. Prince Rollo's Eyes have loft their Fire. 
Gif. And Anger, that but now wholly poſſeſſed 
Good Orto, hath given Place to Pity, 
Aub. End not thus, Madam, but perfect what's ſo well begun. 
| 1 L ſee in both, fair Signs of Reconcilement, 5 
Make them ſure Proofs they art ſo: The Fates offer 
To your Free choice, either to live Examples 
Of Piety, or Wickedneſs ;- If the latter 
Blinds fo your · Underſtanding, that you cannot 
Pierce through her painted Out · ſide, and diſcover | 
That fhe is all Deformity within, 
Boldly tranſcend all Precedents of Miſchief, 
And let the laſt, and the worſt End of Tyrannies, 
The Murther of a Mother, but begin 
The Stain of Blood you after are to heighten: 
But if that Virtue, and her ſure Rewards, | 
Can win you to accept her for your Guide, 
I lead you up to Heavy 9 bag? there fix you 
Ihe faireſt Stars in the brighr Sphere of Honour; 
Make me the Parent of an hundred Sons, N 
All brought into the World with Joy, not Sorrow, 
And every one a Father to his Country, f 
In being now made Mother of your Coreord. 
Rol. Such, and ſo good, loud Fame for ever ſpeak vou. 
Bald. I, now they meer like Brothe:s. 
[The Brothers caft away their Swords, and embrace 
Gisb. My Heazt's Joy flows thro” my Eyes. 
Aubr. May never Woman's Tongue 
Hereafter be accus'd, for this one's Goodneſs. 
Otto. If we contend, from this Hour, it ſhall be 
How to o'ercome in Brotherly Affection. 
Rol; Otto is Rollo now, ard Rollo, Otto, 
Or as they have one Mind, rather one Name: 
From this Attonement kt our Lives begin, | 
Be all the reſt forgotten. 
Aubr. Spoke like Rollo. | I 
Soso. And to the Honour of this Reconcilement, 
We all this nnn at a publick Feaſt, 


With 


Ibe Bloody Brother. r3 


With choice Wines, drown our late Fears, and with Muſick 
Welcome our Comforts. | | | 
Bald. Sure and certain ones. * | Exeunt. 
[Manent Grandpree, Verden, Trevile and Duprete. 
Grand. Did ever ſuch a hopeful Buſinels end tt us? 
Verd. 'Tis fatal to us all, and yet you, Granapree, 
Have the leaſt cauſe to fear. 
Grand. Why, what's my Hope? Rk 
verd. The Certainty that you have to be hang'd; - 
You know the Chancellor's Promiſe. 
Grand. Plague upon you. 
Verd. What think you of a Bath, and a Lord's Daughter 
To entertain you? 7 
Grand. Thoſe Defires are oft. | 
Frail Thoughts, all Friends, no Rollians now, nor Otto's. 
The ſev'ral Court'ſies of our Swords and Servants 
Defer to Afrer-Conſequence; let's make uſe X 
Of this Night's Freedom, a ſhort Parliament to us, 
In which it will be lawful ro walk freely; 
Nay, to our Drink we ſhall have Meat too, that's 
No uſual Buſineſs to the Men o'th' Sword, | 
Drink deep with me to Night, we ſhall ro Morrow, 
Or whip, or hang the merrier. 185 
Treu. Lead the Way then. [ Exennt. 


"I " 


* 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


Enter Latorch and Rollo. 


Lat. HY ſhould this trouble you? 
Roi. It does, and muſt do till 1 find Eaſe. 
Lat. Conſider then, and quickly; | 
And, like a wiſe Man, take the Current with you, 
W hich once turn'd Head, will fink you; bleſt Occafivn- 
Offers her ſelf in thouſand: Safeties to you; 
Time ſtanding ſtill to point you out your Purpoſe, 
And Reſolution. (the true Child of Virtue) 
Ready to execute: what dull cold Weakneſs 
48 crept into your Boſom, whoſe meer Thoughts, 
ike Tempeſts, ploughing up the failing Foreſts, 
ven with their Swing were wont to ſhake down Hazards; 
hat is't, your Mother's Tears? | 
rithee: be patient. 


. 


-__ 
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Tat. Her Hands held up? her Prayers, or her Curſes? | 

Oh Power of Paper, drop'd through by a Woman! 

Take kced the Soldiers (ce it not; tis miſerable, | 

In Rollo below miſerable z take heed your Friends, t / 
The Sinews of your Cauſe, the Strength you ſtit by, 

Take heed, I ſay, they find it not: Take heed 

'Your own Repentance (like a Paſſing: bell) 855 
Too late, and too loud, tell the World yare periſh'd : 

What noble Spirit, cager of Advancement, | | 

"Whoſe Imployment is his Plough; what Sword, whoſe ſharpaefs 
Waits but the Arm to wield it; or what hope, ö 

Aſter the World has blown abroad this weakneſs, 

Will move again, or make a with tor Rollo? LB 
Kol. Are we not Friends again by each Oath ratificd, 
Our Tongues the Heralds to our Hearts? 
Lat. Poor Hearts then. x. 
R9]. Our worthier Friends. | , | 
TL. No Friends, Sir, to your Honour; 
Friends to your Fall: Where is your Underftanding, - 
The noble Veſſel that your full Soul ſail'd in, TR bs 

Rib'd round with Honours z, where is that? tis ruiti'd. 

. The rempeſt of a Woman's fighs has funk it. | Dt 
Frieadſhip, take heed, Sir, is a ſmiling Harlot, 3 . 
That when ſhe kiſſes, kills, a ſoder'd Friendſhip, ems 

O80 Piec'd out with Promiſes; O painted ruin! 2 " Err Pe 
# Fol: Earvrcb, he is my Brother. 5 n 
4 Lat. The more doubted; 

For hatred hatch'd at home is a tame Tiger, 

May fawn and ſport, but never leaves his Nature; 

The jats of Brothers, two ſuch mighty ones, 

Is like a ſmall Stone thrown into a River, | 

The breach ſcarce heard, hut view the beaten current, 
And you ſhall ſce a thouſand angry Rings 

Riſe in his Face, ſtill ſwelling and ſtill growing; 

So jars circling diſtruſts, diſtruſts breed dangers, 

And dangers Death, the greateſt extreme ſhadow, 

Till nothing bound 'em but the ſhoas, their Graves 

There is no manly Wiſdomʒ nor no Safety ; 
| In leaning to this League, this picc'd patcht-Friendſhip 
. This rear'd-up Reconcilement on a Billow, 2 
W hich as it tumbles, totters down your fortune; 
Ist not your own you reach at; Law and Nature 
Uſhering the way before you? Is not he 
Born and bequeath'd your Subjecrx? 

Kol. Ha! | * | | 9. 


Lat. 


/ 


"| 
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Lat. What Fool would give a ſtorm leave ta difturb his Peace, 

When he may ſhut tho Caſement? Can that Man 

Has won ſo much upon your pity, 

And drawn fo high, that like an ominous Comer, 

He darkens all your Light; can this touch'd Lyon 

(Though now he licks and locks up his fell Paws, 

Craftily humming, like a Cat to cozen you) | 

But when ambition whets him, and time fits him, 

Leap to his Prey, and ſeiz d onec, fuck. your Heart out? 

Do you make it Conſcience ? | | 
Rol. Conſcience, Lazorch, what's that? 
Lat. A tear they tye up Fools in, Nature's Coward, . 

Palling the Blood, and chilling che full Spirit , 130 


* 


With apprehenſion of meer Clouds aud — 


Rol. 1 know no Conſcience, nor l fear no Shadows, 
Lat. Or if you did, if there were Conſcience, 
If the free Soul could ſuffer ſuch a curb TP 
To the fiery Mind, fuch puddles to put it eut; 
Muſt it needs, like a rank Vine, run up rudely, ,: | 
And twine about the top of al our Happiness 
Honour and Rule, and there ſit ſhaking of us? 
Rol. It ſhall not, nor it muſt not; I am ſatisfied, . 
And once more am my ſelf again: . 
My Mother's Tears and Womaniſh cold Prayers, 
Fare wel, I have forgot you; if there be Conſcience. 
Let ic not come betwixt a Crown and me, N 
Which is my hope of Bliſs, and I believe it: 
Otto, our Friendſhip thus I blow to Air, 
A bubble for a Boy to play withal; 
And all che Vows my weakreſs made, like this, . 
Like this poor heartleſs Ruſh, I rend in pieces. 
Lat. Now you go right, Sit, now your Eyes ate open. 
Rol. My Father's laſt Petition's dead as he is, 8 
And all the Promiſes I clos'd his Eyes with, 
In the ſame Grave I bury. of 
Lat. Now you're a Man, Sir, 
Rol. Orto, thou ſhew'ft my Winding-ſheer before me, 
Which cer I pur it on, like Heav'ns bleſt fire, 
In my Deſcent PF make it bluſh in Mood; - 
A Crown, a Crown, Oh ſacred Rule, now fire me, 
Nor ſhall the pity of thy Youth, falſe Brother, 
Although a thouſand Virgins kneel before me, 
And every dropping Eye a Court of Merey, 
The ſame Blood with me, nor the Reverence 
Due to my Mother's bleſt Womb that bred us, 
Redeem thee from my Doubts: Thou art a Wolf here; 


Fed 
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Fed with my Fears, and I muſt cut thee from me: EATS 

A Crown, a Crown; Oh lacred Rule, now fire me: "458 

No ſafety elſe. | k 
Lat. But be not too much ſtit:'d, Sir, nor too high 

In your Execution: Swallowing Water? 

Run deep and filent, till they ate ſatisfied, 


And ſmile in thouſand Curl:, to gild their Craft; 
Let your Sword fleep, and let my two-edg'd Wit work; 


This happy Feaſt, the full Joy of your Friendſbips, 


Shall be his laſt. 


Rol. How, my Latorcb? Lat. Why thus, Sir; 
I'll preſently go dive into the Officers 
That miniſter at Table: Gold and Goodneſs, 
With Promiſe upon nn and Time pecellary, 
I' pour into them. | | 
Rol. Canft thou do 1: neatly?: . 
Lat. Let me alone, and ſuch a Bait it ſhall be, 


Shall take off all Suſpicion. 55 Ot 


Rol. Go and proſper. _ 
Lat. Walk in then and your ſmootheſt Face put ON, Sir. 


$CENE ll. an Wag 


Enter the Maſte Cook, Butler, Pantler, Yeoman of the Cellar 
| _ with a Fack of Beer and a Diſh, 

ct. A hot Day, a hot Day. Vengeance hot Day Boys, 
Give me ſome Drink, this Fire's a plaguy Fretter: 
Body of me, I'm dry Kill; give me the Jack, Boy; 


This wooden Skiff holds nothing. 


Pant. And faith Maſter, what brave new Meats ; for 


Here will be old Eating, 


Cook, Old and young, Boy, ler 'em all eat, I have i its 
1 have Ballaſt for their Bellies, if they eat a God's Name, 
Let them have ten Tire of Teeth a- piece, I care not. 
But But what new {rare Munition? 
Cook. Piſh, a thouſand; : 
I'll make you Pigs ſpeak Franch at Table, and a fat 3 
Come failing out of England with a Challenge; 


I'll make you a diſh of Calves- feet dance the Cansries, 


And a Conſort of cram'd Capons fiddle to em; 

A Calves Head ſpeak an Oracle, and a dozen of Larks 
Riſe from the Diſh, and ſing all Supper time; 

"Tis nothing Boys: I have framed a Fortification 3 
Out of Rye paſte, which is Impreggable, 

And againſt that, for two long Hours together, I 
Two dozen of Marrow-bones ſhall play n 15 


For 
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For Fiſh, I'll make you a A of white Broth, 

And Pikes come ploughing up the Plums before them; 

Arion, like a Dolphin, playing Lechryme, 

And brave King _— with his Oil and Onion, 

Crown'd with a Lemon Pill, his way prepar'd 

With his ſtrong Guard of. Pilchers, 

Pam. Ay marry Maſter. | | 

| Cook, All theſe are nothing: I'll make you a ſtubble Gooſe 

Turn o'th* Foe thrice, do a crofs Point preſently, 

Ard fit down again, and cry Come eat me: | 

Theſe are for Mirth. Now Sir, for matter of Mourning, 

I'll bring you in the Lady Loin of Veal, 

With the long love ſhe bore the Prince of Orange. 

All. Thou Boy, thou. 
Cook. I have a trick for thee too, 

And a tare trick, and I have done it for thee. 
Teo. What's that, good Maſter ? 

Cook. 'Tis a Sacrifice. | 

A full Vine bending, like an Arch, and under 

The blown God Bacchus, fitting on a Hogſhead, 

His Altar Beer: before that, a plump Viorner 

3 and offering Incenſe to his Deity, 

Whieh ſhall be only this, red Sprats and Pilchers. 

But. This when the Table's drawn to draw the Wine on. 
Cook. Thou haft it right, and then comes thy Song, Butler, 
Pant. This will be admirable. Teo. Oh Sir, moſt adinirable. 

Coo. If you'll have the Paſty ſpeak, tis in my power, 
have Fire enough to work it; come, ſtand cloſe, 

And now rehearſe the Song, we may be perfect, 

The drinking Song, and fay I were the Brothers. 


| The drinking SO N G. 8 
Rink to day and drown all Sorrow, 
You ſhall perhaps not do it to morrom. 
—_— you bave it uſe your Breath | | 
There is ns drinking after Death. © 
Wine works the Heart up. makes the Wit, 5 
There is 10 Cuts gainſt Age but it. 
It baips the Head-ach Cough and Ptifick, 
And is for all Diſeaſes Phyſik, 
Then let us ſwill, Boys, for our Health; 


Who drinks well, louss the Commonwealth. 
And be that will to Bed go ſober, 


 . Falls with the Leaf ſtill in October. 
C | Well 
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Well bave you born your ſelves; a red Deer Pye, Boys, 
And that no lean one, I bequeath your Virtues; 


What Friends haſt chou to day? no Citizens? 
- Pant, Yes Father, the old Crew. 
Cook. By the Maſs true Wenches : 


Sirrah, ſet by a Chine of Beef, and a hor Paſty, 


And le: the Joll of Sturgeon be corrected: | 

And do you mark, Sir, italk me to a Pheaſant, 

And fee if you can ſhoot her in the Cellar. | 1 
Pant. God a mercy, Lad, ſend me thy roaring Bottles, 3 

And with ſuch Nectar I will ſee 'em filb'd, 2 e 


That all thou ſpeak” ſt ſhall be pure Helicon, © 


Enter Latorch. 


_ Monſieur Lurch? What News with him ? Save vou. 


Lat Save you, Maſter, fave you, Gentlemen, 
You are caſting for this Preparation; F 
This joyful Supper for the Royal Brother? 
I'm gla I have met you fitly, for to your Charge, 3 . 
My bountiful brave Butler, 1 muſt deliver 


A Bevie of young Laſſes, that muſt look on 


This Night's Sojemnity, and fee the two Dukes, 

Or I ſhall loſe my Credit; you have Stowage? 
But. For ſuch treight-Vil find room, and be your Servant. 
Cook. Bring them, they ſhall not ſtarve here, I'll ſend 'em Victuals 


Shali work you a good turn, though't be ten ay hence, Sir, 


Lat. God a mercy noble Maſter. 
Cook. Nay, 1'll do't. 88 
Teo. And Wipe they ſhall not want, let 'em drink like 2 
Lat. What Miſery it is that Minds fo royal, N 
And ſuch moſt honeſt Bounties, as yours are, 
Should be cnfin'd thus to Uncertainties? 
But. Ay, were the State once ſettled, then we had Places. 
Teo. Then we could ſhew cur ſelves, and help our Friends, Sir. 
Cook. l, then there were ſome Savour in't, where now 
We live between two Stools, every Hour ready ' 
To tumble on our Noſes; and for ought we know yet, * 
Fer all this Supper, ready to faſt the next Day. 
Lat, 1 would tain ſpeak unto you out of Pity, 


Out of the Love I bear you, out of Honeſty, 2 
For your own Goods; nay, for the gencral Belag an 


Cook. And we would as fain hear you, pray go forward. 

Lat. Dare you but think to make your ſelves up Certainties, 
Your Places and your Credits ten times doubled, 88 
The Princes Favour, Rollos? hrs 1 

But. A ſweet Gentleman. | 
© Teo. Ay, and as bounteous, if he had his Right too * 


* | 
- 


— 


we Bloody Brother. 13 
Cook, By the Maſs a Royal Gentleman indeed, Boys, 
He'd make the Chimnies ſmoak. -  —_ 
Lat. He wou'd do't, Friends . : 
And you too, if he had his Right, true Courtiers; 
W hat could you want then? dare you? 
Cook Pray you be ſhort, Sir, 
Lat, And this my Soul upon't, I dare aſſure you, 
If you but dare your Parts, 
Cook. Dare not me, Monſieur, 
For | that fear not Fire nor Water, Sir, 
Dare do enough, a Man would think. 
Teo. Belicve'r, Sir; | 
But make this good upon us you have promis'd, 
You ſhall not End us Flinchers. | | 
Lat. Then I'll be ſudden, 1 
Pant. What may this mean? Ard whither would he drive us: 
Lat. And firſt, for what you muſt do, becauſe all Danger 
Shall be apparently ty'd up and muzzl'd, ' 
The Matter ſeeming mighty ; There's your Pardons. 
Pant, Pardons? Is't come to that? Gods defend us. | 
Lat. And here's five hundred Crowns in bounteous Earneſt, 
And now behold the matter. 


{Latorch gives each 4 Paper, 
But. What are theſe, Sir? / | 


Yeo. And of what Nature? To what Uſe? Lat. Imagine. 
Cook. Will they kill Rats? they cat my Pyes abominably, 
Or work upon a Woman cold as Chriſtmas? 
I have an old Jade fticks upon my fingers, 
May I taſte them? | 
Lat. Is your Will made? 
And have you ſaid your Prayers? for they'll pay you : 
And now to come up to you, for your Knowledge, 
And for the good you never hall repent you, 
If you be wiſe Men noc. | 
Cook, Wiſe as you will, Sir. : 
Lar. Theſe muſt be put then into the ſeveral Meats 
Young Otto loves, by you into his Wine, Sir, 
Into his Bread by you, by you into his Linnen. 
Now if you defire, you have found the means 
To make you, and if you dare not, you have 
Found your Ruin; reſolve me cer you go. 
But, You ll keep your Faith with us? 
Lar. May I no more ſee light elſe. 
Cok. Why 'tis done then. 
Bur. *Tis done. 
Pant, Tis done which ſhall be undone, | 
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Lat. About it then; fare wel, are all of one e 
Cook, All. Ali. Au, all. 14 
Lat. Why then, all happy. | Exit. 
But. What did we promiſe him? 
_ . Teo. No you ask that now? 
1 But. | would be glad to know what tis. 
= | Pan, l'll tell you, 
It is to be all Villains, Knaves and Traitors. 
Cook. Fine wholſome Titles. 
| Pan. But if you dare, go forward. = 
Tt Cob. We may be harg'd, drawn, and quarter d. | 
8 Pan. Very true, Sr. 

Cook. What a goodly Swing 1 ſhall give the Gallows? yet 1 
think too, this may be done, and yet we may be rewarded, not 
with a Rope, but with a royal Maſter: and yet we may be hang'd 

too. 

Teo. Say it were done; who i is it done for ? is it, not for Rolls 
And for his Right? 

Covk, And yet we may be h g'd too. 

But. Or ſay he take it, ſay we be diſcovered ? ? 
Is not the ſame Man bound ſtill to protcct us? 
Are we not his? 
j in But. Sure, he will never fail us. | 
EY Cook. If he do, Friends, we ſball find the will hold us. 
| „ And yet methinka, this Prologue to our Purpoſe, 2p 3 
Theſe Crowns ſhould premiſe more: tis eaſily done, 

As eaſie as a Man would roaſt an Egg, a 

If that be all; for look you, Gentlemen, 1 | 
Here ſtand my Broths, my Finger lips a little, ; 
Down drops a Doſe, I flir him'with my Ladle, 
And there's a Diſh for a Duke : Ola Podrida 
Here ſtands a bak' d Meat, he wants 3 little ſesſaning, 
A fooliſh Miſtake 3 my Spice - Box, Gentle men, 

And put in ſome of this, the Matter's ended; 
Dredge you a Diſh of Plovers, there's the Art ont. I 
Teo. Or as I fill my Wine, Ty} 
FI Cook. * Tis very true, Sir, 

Bleſſing it with your Hand, thus quick apd 1 aun. "is paſt, 

And done once, *tis as catic 

For him to thank us for it, and reward us. 

Pan, But tis a damn'd Sin. | 
„ Cook. O, never fear that. 
1 The Fire's my Play-fellow, and now I am reſoly'd, Boys 
1 But. Why then, have with you. 
: | Teo. The ſame for me. | 
Pan. For me too. 


— 


\ | | 4 


Coo. And now no more our Worſhips, but our Lotdſhips. 
Pan, Not this Year, on my Knowledge, III unlord you. 


4 | SCENE III. 


Enter Servant and Sewer. 


Ser. Perfume the Room round, and prepare the Table, 
Gentlemen- Officers, wait in your Places, 
Sew. Make room there, 
Room for the Duke's Meat. Gentlemen, be bare there, 
Clear all the Entrance: Guard, put by thoſe Gapers, 
And Gentlemen - Uſhers, ſee the Gallery clear, 
The Dukes are coming on. 
Hobo) s, a Banquet. | 4.60 
Enter Sophia, between Rollo and Otto, Aubrey, Latorch, Giſpert, 
Baldwin, Attendants, Hamond, Matilda, and Edith, 
Ser, Tis certainly inform'd, 
Otto. Reward the Fellow, and look you mainly to it. 
Ser. My Life for yours, Sir. wr 0 
Soph. Now am I ftraight, my Lords, and young again, 
My long ſince blaſted Hopes ſhoot out in Bloſſoms, 
The Fruits of everlaiting Love appearing 
Oh I my bleſt Boys, the Honour of my Years, 
Of all my Cares, the bounteous fair Rewarders. 
Oh! let me thus imbrace you, thus for eyer 
Within a Mother's Love Jock up your Friendſhips : 
And my ſweet Sons, ence more with mutual Twinings,. 
As one chaſt Bed begot you, make one Body: 
Bleſſings from Heav'n in thouſand Showers fall on you. 
qualla, 


— [Exeun. 


Aubr. Oh! Woman's Goodneſs never to be e 
May the moſt firful Creatures of thy Sex 
Bur 8 at thy — riſe 32 
Sit down my worthy Sons; m 85 places. 
* methinks the Tables nobly M | 
Now the Meat nouriſhes; the Wine gives Spirit; 
And all the Room ſtuck with 2 nal Bet ure, 

Shews like the peaceful Boughs of Happineſs, of 
Aubr. Eong may it laſt, and from a Heart fill'd with it, 
Full as my cup; I give it round, my Lords, | | 
Bald. And may that Rubborn heart be drunk with ſorrow 
Refuſes itz Men dying now ſhopld take it, | 

And by the vertue of this Ceremony 


Shake off their Miſeries, and ſleep in Peace. oo: 


Rol. You are ſad, my noble Brother. 
Otto. No, indeed Sir. 


Soph, No ſadneſs, my Son, this Day. 
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ap Rol. Pray you Ear, | — 2 2 1 ö F 
Something is here you have lov'd ; taſte. of this Diſh, 
It will prepare your Stomach. . c 
Otto. Thank you Brother: I am not now diſpos'd to Eat. 
8 5 Rol. Or that, pres 2 1 
3 Lou put us out of heart Man, come, theſe bak'd Meats 
- Were ever your beſt Diet. * 
Otto. None, I thank you. 
Sopb. Are you well, noble Child | 
Ozzo, Yes, gracious Mother. | | 
Rol. Give him a cup of Wine, then, pledge the Health, 
5 | Drink it to me, I'll give it to my Mother. 
5 Soph. Do, my beſt Child. 
Oreo. I muſt not, my beſt Mother, 
Indeed I dare not; for of late, my Body 
Has been much weakned by exceſs of Diet; 
The promiſe of a Feaver hanging on me, 
And even now ready, if not by Abſtinence ——- 
Kol. And will you keep it in this general freedom; 
A little Health preferr'd before our Friendſhip? 
Orto. I pray you excuſe me, Sir. | 
Fol. Excuſe your ſelf, Sir, 2 25 
Come tis your fear, and not your favour, Brother. 
And you have done me a moſt worthy kindneſs 
My Royal Mother, and you Noble Lords ; 
Hear, for it now concerns me to ſpeak boldly; 
What Faith can be expected from his Vows, 
From his diſſembling Smiles, what fruit of Friendſhip 
From all his dull Embraces, what bleſt Iſſue, 
When he ſhall brand me here for baſe Suſpicion? 
He takes me for a Poiſoner. _ 
Soph Gods defend ir, Son. | 
Otto. I could ſay ſomething too. 
Soph. You muſt not ſo, Sir, 8 
Wichout your great forgetfaineſs of Virtue; | 
This is your Brother, and your honour'd Brother. 
EFV ( EE +7. 
- 7 Soph. One noble Father, with as noble Thoughts, 
7 | Begot your Minds and Bc dies; one care rockt you, 
And one Truth to you both was ever Sacred; 
Now fye my Otto, whither flies your Goodneſs? 
Becauſe the right Hand bas the power of cutting, 
Shall the left preſently cry out 'tis maim'd ? 2 4 
They are one my Child, one Power, and one Performance, 
And join'd together thus, one Love, one Body. _ I 
Aubr. I do beſeech your Grace, take to your Thoughts * 


AM 


More certain Counſellors than Doubts or Fears, 
They ſtrangle Nature, and diſparſe themſelves 
(If om e believ'd) into ſuch Foggs and Errors 
That the bright Truth her {elf can never ſever: 
Your Brother is a royal Gentleman, 
Full of himſelf, Honour, and Honeſty, - | 
And take heed Sir, how Nature bent to Goodneſs, 
(So ftreighr a Cedar to himleit) uprigbtneſs 
Be wreſted from his true uſe, prove not dangerous. 
Rol. Nay my good Brother knows I am too patient. 
Lat, Why ſhould your Grace think him a Poiſoner? 
H:s he no more reſpect to Piety ? | 
And but he has by Oath ty'd up his Fury, 
Who durſt but think that Thought? 
Aubr. Away thou Firebrand. | 
Lat. If Mea of his Sort, of his Power and Place, 
The eldeſt Son in honour to his Nukedom. | 
Bald. For ſhame contain thy Tongue, thy poiſonous Tongue, 
That with her burniog Venome will infect all, * 
And once more blow a Wild- fire through the Dukedom. 
_ Gisb, Larorch, it thou be'it Honeſt, or a Man. 
Contain thy ſelt. | 
Aabr. Go to, no more, by Heav'n | 
Fou! find you've plsid the Fool elſe, not a word more. 
Soph. Prethee {wcer Son. xe bar] | 
Rol. Let him alone ſweet Mother, and my Lords 
To make you underſtand how much I honour 
This facred Peace, and i ext my Innocence;. - 
And to avoid all further difference 
Diſcourſe may draw on to a way of danger, 
I quit my place, and take my leave for this Night, 
Wiſhing a general joy may dwell among you. 
Aubr. Shall we wait on your Grace? 


Rol. I dare not break you. Latorch. Ex, Rol. and Lat 


Otin. Oh Mother, that your tenderneſs had Eyes, 
Diſcerning Eyes, what would this Man appear then? 
The tale of Synon when he took upon him ; 
To ruin Troy; with what a cloud of cunning. 

He hid his Heart, nothing appearing outwards,.. 
But came like Innocence, and dropping Pity, 
Sighs that would fink a Navy, — hag Tales 
Able to take the Ears of Saints, belief too, 
And what did all theſe? Blew the fire to Ilium. 


His crafty Art (but more refin'd by Study)) : 4 


My Brother has put on: Oh I could tell y;, 
But for the reyerence I bear to Nature, 


De Bloody Brother. | 23 


= 
= I: 
U 
* 
in 
T 
97 
| | 
* 
= 


of: 


* Leſt me ſubborn'd Suggefter of thels Tran, 
-" Beliey'd in him by you, prevok'd.the rather. - 
5 Els * Envies, to ſuch foul Attemptz; 
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Things that would make your honeſt Blood run backward. 
Soph, You dare tell me? 


Otto. Ves, in your private Cloſet, 
W here 1 will preſently attend 7 riſe, 


1 am a little rroubled, bur 'twil 


' Soph. Is this the joy 1 lool d for? 
Otto. All will mend, 
Be not diſturb d dear Mother, Vl! not fail you. 


[Ex. Soph. and Otto. 
Bald. I 90 not like this. 


Aubr. That is ſtill in our Powers, 
But how to make it ſo that we may like it. 
Bald. Beyond us ever; Larorch methought was buſie, 


Thar * 0 if not Jookt to narrowly, will do a ſudden miſchief, 


Aubr. Hell look ro him, 
For if there may be a Devil above all yet, 
That Rogue will make him; keep you up this Night, 


And ſo Will I, for much | fear a danger. 


Bald. | 2 and in my Watches uſe wy trees [Exeunt. 


1 e F Mt tres * 


ACTI s CEN EI 


Enter Sophia, Otto, Matilda, and Edith. 


— 


Otto. VO U wonder, Madam, that for all che She ws 


My Brother Rollo makes of hearty Love, 


And free poſſeſſion of the Dukedom twixt us, 
-1 notwithſtanding ſhould ſtand ſtill ſuſpicious, 


As if; beneath thoſe Veils, he did convey 
Jateats and Practices of Hate and Treaſon ? 
Soph. It breeds indeed my Wonder. 
Otta. Which makes mine, - 
Since it is fo fafe and broad a beaten Way 
Beneath the Name of Friendſhip to _—_ 
Sopb. Though in remote and further-off A ffections, 
Theſe Falſhoods are ſo common, ** in dim RY 


They cannot ſo force Nature. 


Orro. The more near 
The Bands of Truth bind, the. more oſt * ſever, 
Being better Cloaks to cover Falſhood-over. - 

Soph. It cannot be, that Fruits, the Tree ſo blaſting, - 
Can grow in Nature: Take heed,, gentle Son, 


* 
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Or that your too much Love to rule alone | | 
Breed not in him this jealous Paffion ; 
There is not any Ill we might not bear, 
Were not our Good held at a Price too dear. 

Otro. So apt is Treachery to be excus'd, 
That Innocence is {till aloud abus'd; 
The Fate of Virtue even her Friends perverts, 
To plead for Vice oft-times againſt their Hearts, 
Heav'ns Bleſſing is her Curſe, which ſhe mult bear, 
That ſhe may never love. | 

Soph. Alas, my Son, nor Fate, nor Heav'n it ſelf, 
Can or would wreft my whole 9 of your Good 
To any leaft Secureneſs in your III: 

What 1 urge ſſues from my curious Fear; 

Left you ſhould make your Means to ſcape, your Snare. 
Doubt of Sincerencſs is the only Mean | 
Not to incenſe it, but corrupt it clean. 

Otto. I rcft as far from wrong of Sincereneſs, 

As he flies from the Practice; truſt me, Madam, 

I know by their Confeſſions, he ſuborn'd, 

What 1 ſhould eat, drink, touch, or only have ſcented, 
This Evening-Feaſt was poiſon'd, bur I fear 

This open Viddencs more, that treacherous Odds, 
Which he, in his inſatiate Thirſt of Rule, 

Is like to ex cute. 1 

Soph. Believe it, Son, 

If {till his Stomach be ſo foul to feed 

On ſuch groſs Objes, and that Thirſt te rule 

The State alone, be yet unquench'd in him, 

Poiſons and ſuch cloſe Treatons ask more time, 

Than can ſuffice his fiery Spirit's Hafte : 

And, were there in him ſuch Defire to hide 

So falſe a Practice, there would likewiſe reſt 
Conſcience and Fear in him of open Force, 

And therefore cloſe nor open you need fear, 

Mat. Good Madam, ſtand not fo inclin'd to truſt 
What proves his tendreſt Thoughts to doubt it juſt. 
Who knows not the unbounded Flood and Sea, 

In which my Brother Rollo's Appetites 

Alter and Rage with every Puff and Breath? 
His ſwelling Blood exhales, and therefore hear, 
What gives my temperate Brother Cauſe to uſe 
His readieſt Circumſpection, and conſult | 
For Remedy agaiuſt all his wicked Purpoſes 


It he arm, arm; if he ſtrew Mines of Treaſon : *. 


Meet him with e it is Juſtice ſtill 


ee >: 
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For Goodneſs ſake) rencounter Ill with IIl. 
. __ Soph. Avert from us ſuch Juſtice, W Heay'n, | 
And all ſuch Cauſe of Juſtice. "XY 
Otto. Paſt all Doubt | | | 
(For all the ſacred Privilege of Night) 
This is no time for us to ſleep or reſt in; 
Who knows not all things holy are prevented 
Wich Ends of all Impiety, all but 
Luft, Gain, Ambition, | 
Enter Rollo armed, and Latorch. 
Rol. Periſh all the World 
Eier I but loſe one Foot of poſſible Empire. 
Be flights and colours us'd by Slaves and Wretches, 
I am exempt by Birth from both theſe curbs, 
And fince above them in all Juſtice, ſince 
I fit above in Power, where Power is giv'n, 
Is all the right ſuppos'd of Earth and Heav'n. 
© Lat, Prove both, Sir, ſee the Traitor. 
Otto. He comes arm'd, ſee Mother, now yourconfidence.. 
Soph. W hat rage affects this Monſter ? 
Rol. Give me way, or periſh. 
Soph. Make thy way, Viper, if thou thus affect it. 
Otto. This is a Treaſon like thee, | 
Kol. Let ber go. 
Soph. Embrace me, wear me as thy ſhield, my Son 5. 
And through my Breaſt let his rude Weapon run, 
To thy lite's innocence. 
Otto. Play not two Parte, 
Treacher and Coward both but yield a Sword. 
And let thy arming thee be odds cnough | 
Againſt my naked Boſom. 
© Kol. Looſe his hold, 
Mar. Forbear, baſe Murtherer. 
Kol. Forſake our Mother, | 
Spb. Mother doſt thou name me, and __ off Nature thus? 
Rol. Forſake her Traitor, 
Or by the ſpouſe of Nature, through hers 
This leads unto thy Heart. 
Otto. Hold. Soph. Hold me Rill. 
Orzo, For twenty Hearts and Lives I will not hazard 
One drop of Blood in yours. 
Sorb. Oh thou art loſt then, 
Otto. Protect my Innocence, Heav' n. 
Sopb. Call out Murther. 
Mat. Be murth ered all, but fave him. 
Ed. Murther, murther. 8 | 
Ne 2 Kol. 
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Rol. Cannot I reach you yet. r RE 
Otto. No, Fiend. 

Kol. Latorch, reſcue, I'm down; 


Lar. Up then, your Sword cools, Sir. AMERY 
Ply it i' th flame, and work your ends out- 


Rol. Ha, have at you, there, Sir. | - 


Enter 2 
Aubr. Author of Prodigies, what fights are theſe? 
Otto. Oh give me a Weapon, Aubrey. | 
Soph. Oh part em, part em. 
Aubr. For Heay'ns ſake no more. | F 
Otto. No more reſiſt his fury, no rage can 
Add to his miſchief done. [ Dies. 
Soph. Take Spirit my Orto, 
Heav'n will not ſee thee dye thus. | | 
Mat. He is dead, and nothing lives but Death of every goodneſs. 
Sopb. Oh he hath ſlain his Brother, curſe him Heav'n. 
Rol. Curſe and be curſed, it is che fruit of curſing. 
Latorch, take off here, bring too, of that Blood 
To colour o'er my Shirt, then raiſe the Court 7 
And give it out how he attempted us | 83 | 
In our Bed naked: Shall the Name of Brother : 
Forbid us to enlarge our State and Powers? 
Or place aff. Qs of Blood above our Reaſon ? 
Thar rells us all things good againſt another, 
Are good in the ſame line againſt a Brother, [Exit; 
Enter Gisbert, and Baldwin- | 
Gib. What affairs inform theſe Out-cries ? 
Aubr, See and grieve. Gisb. Prince Orro ſlain! 
Bald. Oh execrable ſlaughter ! 
What Hand hath Author'd it? 
Aubr. Your Scholar's, Baldwin. 
Bald. Unjuſtly urg'd, Lord Aubrey, as if I, 
For being his Schoolmaſter, muſt own this Doctrine: 
You are his Counſellors, did you adviſe him x 
To this foul Parricide ? 
Gib. If Rule affect this Licence, who would live 
To worſe, than die in force of his Obedience? 
Bald. Heav'n's cold and lingring Spirit to puniſh fin, 
And human Blood fo fiery to commit it, 
One ſo outgoes the other, it will never . 
Be turn'd to fit Obedience. 8 | 
Aubr. Burſt it then | 


With his full Swing given, where it brooks no Bound, | i * 


Complaints of it are vain; and all that reſts 5 
To be our Refuge (ſince our 7 are ſtrengthleſs) * 
| 2 $ 
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5 £ Is to conform our Wills to ſuffer freely, 
What with our Murmurs we can never maſter ; | 
Ladies, be pleaſed with what Heav'n's Pleaſure ſuffers. 
Erect your Princely Countenances and Spirits, 
And to redreſs the Miſchicts now refiitleſs, 
Sooth it in ſhew, rather than curſe or croſs it; 
Which all amends, and vow to it your beſt, 
But till you may perform it, let it reſt, 
 _ Gizb. Thoſe Temporizings-are roo dull and Grriles + 
To breath the free Air of a Manly Soul, F 
Which ſhall in me expire in Execrations, 
Before for any Life I ſooth a Murtherer. 
Bald. Pour Lives before him, till his own be dry 
Ot all Lite's Services and human Comforts; 
None left that looks at Heav'n is half ſo baſe 
To do thoſe black and helliſh Actions Grace. | 
Enter Rollo, Latorch, Hamond nd Guard, 
Rol. Haſte Latorch, 
And raiſc the City as the Court is rais'd, 
Proclaiming the abhors'd Conſpiracy 
In Plot againſt my Life: 13125 ; 
Lat. | haſte, my Losd. | "| Bx#t« 
Rol. You there 5x: mourn upon the juſtly Slain, 
Ariſe and leave it, if you love your Lives, 
And hear from me what (kept by you) may fave you. | 
ee W hat will the Butcher do? Iwill, not ſtir. 
J. Stir, and unforc'd. ftir, or ſlir never more: 
4 Commard her, you grave Beldam, that know better 
My deadly Reſolutions, ſince I drew them _ 
From the infective Fountain of your own, © 
Or, if you have forgot, this fiery Prompter 
Shall fix the treſh Impreſſion on your Heart. 
Soph. Riſe Daughter ſerve his Will in what we may; 
Left what we may notche inforce the rather. 
Is this all you command us?: 
Kal. This Addition only admitted, that when I endegveue 
To quit me of this Slaughter, you preſume not 
Ts croſs me with a Syllable, for your Souls; _ 
Murmur, nor think againſt it, but; weigh well, 
It will rot help your ill, but help to more, 
And that my Hand wrought thus far to my Will, 
Will check at nothing till his Circle fill, : 
Mat. Fill it, fo I conſent not, but who ſooths it 
Conſents and who conſents to Tyranny, docs it. 
Rol. F fe Traiirels, die then with him. 


Aubr. Are you .mad, to, offer a more Blood, 1 makes * 
| | ore 
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More horrid to your People? I'll proclaim, 
It is not as your Inſtrument will publiſh : 

Rol. Do, and take that along with you ſo nimble! 
Reſign my Sword, and dare not for thy Soul 
To offer what thou inſolently threatneſt; 

One Word, proclaiming croſs to what Latorch 
Hath in Commiſſion, and intends to publiſh. n | 

Aubr. Well, Sir, not for your Threats, but for your Good, 
Since more Hurt to you, would more hurt your Country, 
And that you muſt make Virtue of- the Need 
That now compels you, Pl] conſent as far 
As Silence argues, to your Will proclaim'd: 

And ſince no more Sons of your Princely Father 

Survive to rule but you, and that I wiſh 

Fou ſhould rule like your Father, with the Love 

And Zeal of all your Subjects, this foul Slaughter 8 
That now you have committed, made aſhamed | 
With that fair Bleſſing, that, in place of Plaguesy 
Heav'n tries our mending Diſpoſition with: 

Take here your Sword, which now uſe like a Prince, 
And no mare like a Tyrant. | 

Rol. This ſounds well, live, and be gracious with us, 

Gisb. and Bald. Oh, Lord Aubrey. . 

Mar. He flatter thus? Soph He temporizes fitly. 

Rol. Wonder invades me; do you two think much, 
That he thus wiſely, and with: Need conſents 
- To what 1 author for-your.Country's Good ? 

You heing my Tutor, you my Chancellor. 

Gib. Vcur Chancellor is not your Flatrerer, Sir. 
Bald Nor is it your Tutor's part to ſhield ſuch Doctrine. 

Kol Sir, fiiſt know you, ln 
In Praiſe ot your pure Oratory that rais'd you, 

That when the People, who I know by this 

Ate rais'd our of their Reſts, and haſt'ning hither 
To witneſs what is done here, are arrived 

With cur Lazorch, that you, ex tempore, 

Shall faſhion au Oration to acquit 

And juitifie his forced Fact of mine; 

Or for che proud Refulal loſe your Head. 

 Gisb. | faſhion an Oration to acquit you? 
Sir, know you then, that 'tis a thing leſs eaſie 
To excuſe a Paricide han to commit it. | 

Rol. | do not:with you, Sir, to excuſe me, 
But to accuſe my Bother, as the Cauſe 
Or his own Slaughter, by attempting mine, 


Gisb, Not for the World, | ſhould pour Blood on Blood; 
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it were another Murther to accuſe | a 
Him that fell innocent. | | 5 
Rol Away with him, hence, hail hit ſtraight to brennen 
Aubr. Far fly ſuch Rigour your amendful Hand. 
Rol. He periſhes with him that ſpeaks for him; 
Guard, do your Office on him, on your Lives Pain. 
Gisb. Tyrant, *cwill haſte thy own Death. 
Roll. Let it wings 
He threatens me; Villains, tear bith Piece-meal hence. 
Guard. Avant Sir. Ham. Force him hence, 
Rol. Diſpatch him, Captain, 
And bring me inſtant Ward he is diſpatched, 
And how his Rhetorick tikcs it. : 
Ham. VII not foil, Sir. 
Rol. Captain, de files remember this in er; 
Tbat being executed, you deny 
To all his Friends the Rites of Funeral, 
And caſt his Carkaſs out to Dogs and Fowls. 
Ham. Tis done, my Lord. 
Rol. Upon your Life not fail. EY | 
Bald. What impious daring is there here of Heav'n: 
Rol. Sir, now prepare your ſelf, againſt the People 
Make here their Entry, to diſcharge the Oration 
He hath denied my Will. 
Bald. For Fear of Death? ha, ba, ha. 
Kol. Is Death ridiculous with you? 
Works Miſery of Age this, or thy Judgment? 
Bald Judgment, faife Tyrant. | 
Rol. Youll make no Oration then? | 
Bald. Not to excule, but aggravate thy Murder if than wilt, 
Which I will ſo enforce, I'll make thee wreak it 
(With hate of what thou win'ſt by“) on thy ſelf, 
With ſuch another juſtly merited Murther. 
Rol. Vil anſwer you anon. 
Enter Latorch. N 
Lat. The Citizens are haſting, Sir, in heaps, all full reſolv'd, 
By. my Perſwaſion, of your Brothers Treaſons. 
el Honeſt Latorch. 
Enter Hamond. 
Ham. See, Sir, here's Giabert s Head. 
Rol. Good ſpeed ; was't with a Sword? 
Ham. An Axe, Sir, 
Rol. An Axe? was vilely done, I would have had 
My own fine Headſman done it with a Sword; 
| Go, take this Dotard here, and cake his Head 1 
os with a Sword. 


Ham. 
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Fam. Ycur Schoolmaſter ? Rol. Even he. 

Bald. For teaching thee no better; tis the beſt 
Ot all thy damned Juſtices 3 away, 
Captain, VII follow. . (Fury, 

On ſtay there, Duke, and in the midſt of all thy Blood and 

Hear a poor Maid's Petitiors, hear a Daughter, 
The only Daughter of a wretched Father; 
Oh ſtay your. haſte, as you ſhall need this Mercy, 

Rol. Away with this fond Woman. | 

Ed. You muſt hear me, - 
If there be any Spark of Pity in you, 
If ſweet Humanity and Mercy rule you; 
I do confeſs you are a Prince, your Anger 

As great as you, your Execution greater. 

Rol. Away with him. 

Ed. Oh Captain, by thy Manhood, 
By her ſoft Soul that bare thee, I do confeſs Sir, 
Your Doom of Juſtice on your Foes molt righteous; 
Good noble Prince look on me. 

Rol. Take her from me. 
Ed. A Curſe upon his Life that hinders me; 

May Father's Bleſſing never fall upon him, 
May Heav'n never hear his Prayers: I beſeech you, 


1 


Oh Sir, theſe few Tears beſeech you; theſe chaſt Hands woo you, 


That never yer were hear'd but to things holy, 
Things like your ſelf, you are a God above us; 


= Be as a God then, full of ſaving Mercy, 


Mercy, Oh Mercy, for his fake Mercy; 
That when your ſtout Heart weeps, ſhall give you Pity: 
Here I muſt grow. 
Rol. By Heav'n, III ſtrike thee, Woman. 
Ed. Moſt willingly, let all thy Anger ſeck me, 
All the moſt ſtud ed Torments, fo this good Man, {17.0 
This old Man, and this Innocent eſcape thee. | 
Rol. Carry him away, I ſay. 
El. Now Blcfling on thee, Oh ſweet Pity, 
I ſee it in thy Eyes. I charge you Soldiers, 
Even by the Prince's Power, releaſe my Father, 
The Prince is merc ful, why do you hold him? 
He is old, why. do you hurt him? freak, Oh ſpeak, Sir; 
Speak as you arc a Man; a Man's Life hangs, Sir, 
A Friend's Life, and a (otter Life, upon you : 
Lis bur a Word, but Mercy quickly ſpoke, Sir; 
Oh ſpeak, Prince, (peak. 25 
Rol. Will no Man here obey me? | 
H:ve | no Rule yer? as | live he dies 


That ducs not execute my Will, and ſuddenly. Bald. 
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Bald. All that thou canſt do takes but one ſhort Hour from me; 


Rol. Hew off her Hands. Ham. Lady, hold off. 
Ed. Nay, hew 'em. ; 


Hew off my innocent Hands, as he commands you. 


[ Exeunt Guard, and Count Baldwin. 


They'll hang the faſter on for Death's Convulſion. 
Theu Seed of Rocks, will nothing move thee then? 
Are all my Tears loſt? all my righteous Prayers 
Drown'd in thy drunken Wrath? 1 ſtand thus then, 
Thus boldly, bloody Tyrant, | 

And to thy Face in Heav'ns high Name defie thec; 
And may ſweet Mercy, when thy Soul ſighs for it, 
When under thy black Miſchiefs thy Fleſh trembles, 


When neither Strength, nor Youth, nor Friends, nor Gold 
Can flay one Hour, when thy moit wretched Conſcience 
Wak'd from her Dream of Death, like Fire ſhall melc-thee, 


When all thy Mother's Tears, thy Brother's Wounds, 
Thy People's Fears and Curſes, and my Loſs, 

My aged Father's Loſs ſhall ftard before the 
Kol. Save him I ſay, run, fave him, ſave her Father, 


Fly and redeem his Head [ Exit Latorch. 


Ed. May then that Pity, 
That Comfort thou expect'ſt from Heav'n, thit Mer 
Be lockt up from thee, fly thee, Howling find thee, 
Deſpair, Oh my (weer Father, Storms of Terrors, 
Blood till thou burſt again. | 
Rol. Oh fair ſweet Anger. 
Enter Latorch and Hamond with a Head. 
Lat. I am too late, Sir, t was diſpatch'd before, 
And his Head is here. | 
Rol. And my_ Heart there; go bury him, 
Give bim fair Rites of Funeral, decent Honours. 


Ed. Wit thou not take me, Monſter? higheſt Heav'n 


Give him a Puniſhment fit or his Miſchief. 

Lat. | tear thy Prayer is heard, and he rewarded: 
Lady, have Patience, twas \unhappy Speed; i 
Blame not the Duke, 'twes not his Fault, but Fate's; 
He ſent, you know, to ſtay it, and commarided, 

In care of you, the heavy Object hence 
Soon as it came: Have better {houghts of him. 
Euter Citizens. 

1-Cit Where's this young Traitor? 

Lat Noble Citizens, here, L 
And here the Wounds he gave your So ereign Lord. 

1 Cit, This Prince of Ferce muſt be 
Bcioy'd of Heavm whom Hea;'n hach thus preſerv'd 
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2 Cir. And if he be beloy'd of Heav'n; you know; | 
He muſt be juſt, and all his Actions ſo, | 
Rol. Concluded like an Oracle. Oh how great 
A Grace of Heay'n is a wiſe Citizen! 
For Heay'n 'tis makes 'em wiſe, as'c makes me juſt, 
As it preſerves me, as I now ſurvive 
By his ſtrong Hand to keep you all alive: _ 
Your Wives, your Children, Goods and Lands kept yours, 
That had been elſe Preys to his Tyrannous Power, 
That would have prey'd on me, in Bed aſſaulted me 
In ſacred Time of Peace; my Mother here, | 
My Siſter, this juſt Lord, and all had felt 
The certain Gulf of this Conſpiracy, 
Of which my Tutor and my Chancellor, 
(Two of the graveſt, and moſt counted honeſt 
In all my Dukedom) were the monſtrous Heads; 
Oh truſt no honeſt Men for their ſakes ever, 
My politick Citizens, but thoſe that breathe - 1 3762 ö 
The Names of Cut -throats, Uſurers and Tyrants, 0 0. g 
Oh thoſe believe in, for the foul-mouth'd World | | 9 
Can give no better Terms to ſimple Goodneſs: | 
Even me it dares blaſpheme, and thinks me tyrannous 
For ſaving my own Life ſought by my Brother; 
Feet thoſe that ſought his Lite before by Poiſon | 
| a 2 mine own Servants, hoping to pleaſe me) 


to Death for't, which your Eyes ſhall ſee: 
x Cit, Why, what a Prince is here! 
2 Cir. How juſt! 3 Ge, How gentle! | | 
Rol. Well, now my deareſt Subjects, or much rather 4 
My Nerves, my Spirits, or my vital Blood | | 
Turn to your erdful Reſts, and ſettled Peace, | i 
Fix d in this Root of Steel, from whence it ſprung | | 
In Heav'ns great Help and Blefling : But e' er Sleep 
Bind in his ſweet Oblivion your dull Senſes, 
The Name and Virtue of Heay'ns King advance 
For yours, in chief for my Deliverance. ot 
Cir. Heav'n and his King ſave our moſt pious Sovereign. 
| | Ereum Citizen 
Roa, Thanks my good People. Mother, and kind Siſter, 
And you my nobe Kinſman, things born thus 
Shall make ye all command whateyer I 
Enjoy in this my abſolute Empire. 5 | 1 
Take in the Body of my Princely Brother, a en e „ 
For whoſe Death, ſince his Fate no other way © | 
Would give my eldeſt Birth his ſupream Right, x f | 
Weill mourn the crucl influence it bears, — _ 
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3 4 b The Bloody | Brother. 

And waſh his Sepulcre with kindly Tears. . 
Aubr. If this Game end thus, Heavens will rule the kt, © 

What we have yiclded1o, we could not lee 

Exeunt onmes prærer lasted, and Bdich: 

Lat. Good Lady riſe, and raiſe your Spirits withal, 

More high than they are humbled; you have Keule, 

As much as ever honour'd happieſt ar; 7 N 

And when ycur Ears are freer to take in urn 

Your moſt amendſul and unmatehed det: 

In make you drown! a hundred helpleſs Deaths 

In Sea of one Life pour'd into your Boſom; 

With which ſhall flow into your Arms, the Riches, 

The Pleaſu es, Honours, and the Rules of Princes 


Which though Death top your Ears, methinks ſhould open tems 
Aſſay to forget Death. 


Ed. Oh ſlaughter d Father! 

Lat. Taſte of what cannot be redreſs'd, and bleſs 
The Fate chat yet you curſe ſo: fince for that | 
You fpake fo movingly, and your ſweet Eyes 
With ſo much Grace flld, that you fer on fire 
The Duke's Affection, whom you now may rule DO. ie 
As he rules all his Dukedom; is't not ſweet? 

Does it not ſhine away your Sorrows Cloud??? 

Sweet Lady, take wile Heaft, and heat and tell me? 

EJ. | hear no Word you ſpeak, | | Sp 

Lat. Prepare to hear then, n 
And be not barr d up from your el vor add 
To your ill Fortune with your far Worſe Judpment; 
Make me your Servant to attend with all Joys © 
Your ſod eſtate, till they botk bleſs and/elk it: 

See how they'll bow 40. you male me Wait,” cbt mee 
To watch out every Minute, for the ft hs e e wr a 
| Your modeſt Sorrow fateies, raiſe your' "YO £72: 
And do my Hopes the Honauy'of your'Mati6n,' 
To all the offered Heights that now attend v m | 
Oh how your Touches raviſh ! hew the Dake” re ord ht 
s lain already with your Flamet + hg el cl en nv. 

J vill both ſerve and viſit N and e 


Ed. Lan not fr, Sir, Zar. Th Go wept Lady. ts q 


SCENE U. r. 


Diter 5 three or four Boys, then ths 1. Gal . * 
8 an of the Cellar, Butler; l 8 101. * | 
' Cd. Come, brig 
A -_ Make room 


* 


in theſe Fellows, 
ore there, room 


A 8 0 
I? 3 4 
OA Boy, 


The Bloody. Brot her. | 35 
1 Boy. Let's run before, io» Rove, we ſhall Yo. no Places ele | 
2 20 Are theſe the Youth 
25 Theſe are the Youths you look for, 
And, pray my honeft Friends, be not ſo baity, | 
Lhe will be nothin 15 done till we come, I aſſure you, 
3 Bey. Here's a wiſe Hanging; are there no more? | 
Bur. Do you hear, Sir? you may. come in ſor your ſhare if you 
leaſe. C 
. Cook. My Friend, if you, * on del of a Hanging. 
You look like a Good - Fellow, I can afford you 
A reaſonable Penny worth 
2 Boy. Afore, afore, Boys, here's enough to make us Sport. 
2 Pox take you 
—— call this Sport? arc theſe your Recteanican?”: 
Muft we be hang'd to make you Miuth? > _ . 
"Cook. Do you bear? 
You Cuſtard-Pate, we go to'r for High Treaſon, 
An honourable Fault: Thy fooliſh Father 
Was hang'd for ſtealing Sheep. 
Boys. Away, away, Boys. | en 
Cook. Do you ſee how that Gitnking Rogue looks now? 
You, Chip, Pantler, you peaking Rogue, that provided us theſe 
| Necklaces; you poor Rogue, you coſtive Rogue, you, 
Pant. Pray, pray, Fellows. 
Cook. Pray tor thy cruſty Soul? where's your Reward. now, 
Goodman Manchet, for your fine Diſcovery? © 
I do beſeech you, Sir, where are your Dollars? 
Draw with your Fellows, and be hang'd: 
No. He muſt now; 
For now be ſhall be hang'd firſt, that's his Comfort, 
A Place roo good for thee, thou meal-mouth'd Raſcal. 
Cok. Hang bandſomly for ſhame, come, leave your praying, 
You peaking Roave, and die like a Courtier, | 
Die honeſtly, and like a Man; no Preaching, 
With I beſeech'you take Example by me, 
I liv'd a lewd Man, good People. Pox on't, 
Die me as if thou! bad din'd;, ſay Grace, and God be with you. 
Guard. Come, will you for ward? 
Cook, Good Mr. Sheriff, your Leave, this haſty Work 
Was ne'er done well; give us fo much time as but to ſing 
Our own Ballade, for we'll truſt no Man, 
Nor no Tune but our own; *twas done in Ale too, 
And therefore cannot be refus'd in Juſtice. 
Your penny pot Poets arg ſuch pelting Thieves, 
They ever hang Men twice; we have it here, Sir, N 
And fo muſt every Merchant * our Voyage. ; 
He'll 
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N bY” - The Bloody Brother. | 38 . * 
He'll mak a ſweet Return elſe of his Credit. 


Teo. One Fit of our own Mirth, ' and then we are . 
Guard. Make haſte then, * | 


Teo. There's Day enough, Sir. N . 
Cook, Come, Boys, ſing chearfully, att ne'er FF es.” 


Da bark choſen a loud Pune too, it thould * well. 
e ee b The 8 ON. G. | & 
_ Cope Fortune's a Whore, I care not mbo rell ber,” 


Would offer to ſtrangle a Page of the Cellar, © 

That ſhould by bis Oath, to any Man's thinking, | 
} | Aud Place, have bad a Defonce for bi; Drinking; "3 & 
„ Bus thus ſhe dves ſtill, when ſbs pleaſes ropalter, © 
. | Inſtead of bis. Wages, ſbe gives bim 4 Halter. | 


4 | Three merry Boys,and three merry Boys, and three merry Boys de, 
i | 3 As ever did ling in a hempen String under the Gallow-tree.. | 
[> t 
#3 8 | But 7 that- was 0 Is G HI: >> 1 
ii And ever kept fo op, S £6460; deer s 2 1 8 >» 
1 nz That neit ber they were muſty, Tail WG 31 1377 of N 7 
3 | And ſeldom leſs than Pontleeg' (0 0G | 
iS | | For, me to be thus. ftopt nom, ng is 7* 
3 | With Hemp inſtead of Cork, Sir, be 
9 V ; >4 And from the Gallows lopt | D, * nn Je 
; Shews tbat there Fork, Sirg 0 / 
In Death, ; aud ths the token, Ai o bd oh 
Man e two ways kille . „% warkl 
Or ike the Bottle 3 25 a | 
Or like the Wine, be ſpilled. M4 4d tad, od 
Three meriy Boys, c. 194655 1 8 ech 
| $ III. tt e e 
| Fs hs Jook on be Maſter Cook, the glory "of the Kirchin, 9 
nn ſowing whoſe Fate, at ſo lofty a rate, wo Taylor cer had ſtitebing 
For tbougb be makes the Man, the Cook yet makes tbe Diſbes, © 
The which no Taylor can, wbergin I I 7 ile, 
That I who at ſo many a Feaſt; baus ay mam Tafters, 
Should now my ſelf come to be af a hey you my Mafers, | 
3 T bree merry Boys, &c | 
Col. There's a few Copies hos you; now ewe Friends : . 
Ard good Mr, Sheriff let me not be Printed b 
With a brafs Pot on my Head, 195 0 


But. March _ march fair, Aue goo r 
| Brin if Pant: 


Ss © 7 ” 
CE IEVEL 3 


The I Brother. 


IV. 
Pant. 0¹ Mas or 4 83 


That wear or Brow or Antler, 
Prick * your Ears, unto the Tears | 
Paul the Pantler, ' SY 
wy am clipt, becauſe I chipt 1 * 
The curſed Cruſt of Treaſou 9 21 LI 
15 Loyal Nuife; Ob doleful Strife, | 
n nn ere 87 2 
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ACT W. SCENE 1 


a ee a4d"Latorch: 


Aub. 1 I have waited here to ſpeak with you, 
And 20 — r ſet not en your me. 

Of haſte, nor of bulinels. 
An honeſter A ie mu this T — * 
Vou will not eaſily think on; and "twill be 
Reward to entertain it; tis your. Fortune 
To have our Maſter's Ear above the reſt 
Oft us that follow bim, but that no Man ;envies z: 
For I have well confider'd, Truth ſometimes 
May be convey'd in by the ſame Conduits _ 
That Falſhood is: Theſe Courſes that he * 
Cannot but end in Ruin; Empire got 
By Blood and Violence, muſt ſo be held: 
And how unſafe that is, he firſt will prove, 
That toiling ſtill to remove Enemies 
Makes himſelf more; It is nor now a Brother, 
1 ys 8 _ Eſtate, N * 

at are his danger, they are ih dz. 
It is a Multitude that = to fear, ** 
And think what began there muſt. end in them. 

For all the fine Oration that was. made emz 
And they are not an eafie Monſter « þ raged 
Princes may pick their ſuffering Nobles out:; 
And one by one N 'em to the block; but whbeñ they once 
grow formidable to their-Clowns, and Coblers, ware then, 
themſelves; if thou durſt tell him this, Letorch, the ſerrice 
would not diſcredit. the good Name you hold with Men, beſides: 
the profit to your Mafter.and.the Publick. 
Tat. | conceive not ſo, Sir 
They are airy Fears; and why ſhould 1 object them —— 


Wound 


CY 33 The  Rleody... Brother. 


Wound what is yet found? y * Counſels colour not 
With reaſon of State, where all that's neceſſary ſtill | is r., 
The actions of the Prince, white- chey ſucered ; 
Should be made good, and glorified; not queſtions, 
Men do but ſhew their il! Affections, e 
Aubr. What? Speak out. 0. 
Lat. Do murmur againſt xheir Maſters, 1 N 
Rs Aubr. Is this to me? a 3 
Lat. It is to whoſoever milly of the Duke's courſes: 
Aubr, Ay - is't ſo? — your —— Sir? 
Lat. I'm ſworn to gar nothing may pre judice e Prince. 
* Why, d a or have you, bu 14 the 
at. I cannot tell, arts in their oxds ſometimes. 
Aulr. 1 erer though wie br . (1 77 * 
Enave of the . art thou the Spy too ? 
Lat. A Ware for e * wander 8 known, 
Sir, to be rightly a : £435 
 Aubr. Bawd of the States | * 
No leſs than of thy Maſters late Ah. „ 
See nothing can redeem thee; doſt thou mention | r 
Affection, or a Heart, that neber hadſt any? - I 
Know'ſt not to Love or Hate, but by. the State, | 
| As thy Prince does't before thee?” That doſt never 
| Wear thy own Face, but put'ſt on his, and gerher'ſt 
Baits ſor bis Ears; liv'ſt w zolly at mum beck, ' © _ 
And er thou dar'ſt utter a Thought's thin nr 
Muſt expect his; creep'ft forth and wad'ft into him ſe Me SO 
As if thou wert to paſs a Ford, there provin Wh SS) 
Yet if thy Tongue may ſtep on fafely or no; We 
| Then bring'ſt his Virtue aſleep, and Ar the Wheel a 
* Both of his Reaſon and Judgment, that they move n not? 
i# White*ſt over all his Vices; and at lat 
( Doſt draw a Cloud of Words before his Eyes, min 
Till he can neither ſec thee nor himfelf? 
' Wretch, I dare give him honeft Counſels, Ay, | | 
And love him while I tell him Truth; old Aubrey | 1 
Dares go the ſtraighteſt way, which ſtill's the ſhorteſt, 
Walk on the Thorn thou carte ſt. 3 85 
And tread 'em into nothing j agd . £ 
Then let ſt a Lock fall; of the belt $A ke 1 
I rip thy Crown up wit gh oy rather Bo * 
And pluck thy Seine over thy Face, in fight 5 
Of him thou flatter'ſt; Salo thee'l if 


— 5 Err ade —— ** 


10 Slave, againſt whom alt Lay no Ae. | 
And every Creature that hath be arm e. | 
Ren the ounmen Enemy of Mankind; 


* 


— — 


The * Bloody Brother. _ 

e gon Tt 

That leep'lt within thy Maſter's Ear, and whiſp per t ww 

'Tis bettet for him to be 'fear'd_ than lov'd; 4 8 
Bid'ſt him truſt no Man's Friendſhip, ſpare no Blood r 
That ſecure him z tis no cruelty | 3 
That hath a ſpecious End; for Soveraignty ob 26 
Break all the Laws of kind; if it ſuccee | „“ 
An honeſt, noble, and praiſe-worthy Deed ne dh 
While he that takes thy Poiſons in, {ball feel > x” +. lm n 

Their virulent workiogs in a point of Time. . bs © 


When no Repentance can bring Aid, but al! 
His Spirits ſhall melt, with, what his Conſcience burn d, 
And dying in Flatterers Arms. ſhall fall unmourn d. 
There's matter for you now. - PEE 
Lat. My Lord, this makes not for loving of my Mats ES 
Aubr. Loving? No; | + a 
They hate ill Princes moſt that make them ſo. 
Enter Rollo, Hamond, Allan, and Guard, 
Rol. I'll hear no more. 
Ham. Alas, tis for 5 Brother: 1 beleech your Hi hne ſo. 
Rol. How, a Brother? had Fb my Ae ule 
Move me when it was fit that he ſhould Die? abs, pM 
All. Brother, loſe no word more, leave my good Ca 
1 upbraid _ 535 . Log — faln 
ew in thoſe times, that will'd ſome great Ex ample 
T' affure Men we can die for Honeſty, 
Fol. Sir, you are brave, pray that you hold your Neck. . 
As bravely forth anon unto your Headiman. 
All. Would he would ſtrike as bravely, and thou * 
Rollo, twould make thee quake to ſee me Die. 
Aubr. What's his Gale b ? " k EP his 
Ham. For giving Gisbert bur who was ume, * 
Al Yes, Lend ET ren 22 1 
My gratitude and humanity, are my Crimes. | * 
Rol. Why bear you him not hence? 5 
Aubr. My Lord, (ſtay Soldiers) 
I do beſeech your Highneſs, do not loſe 
Such Men for ſuch ſlight cauſes. This is one 
Has flill been faithful to you, a. try'd Soul 
In all your Father's Battels; I have ſeen him 
Beftride a Friend againſt a ſcore of Foes, 
And look, he looks as he would kill his hundred 
For you, Sir, were you in ſome danger. 
All. Till he kilbd his Brother, his Chancellor, the his 
Maſter, to which he can add. ty to, equal Nero, * 
But killing of his Mother, « $6 
Aubr, Peace, brave Fool, i c 
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Than the whole bundle of your Flatterers, 


Mercy becomes a Prince, apd guards him beſt, 


We now are Duke alone; Latorcb, ſecur'd; 


Wel 


the Wes Brother. = 
Thou yaliant Aſs: Here is his Brother too, Sir, _ 


A Captain of Guard, hath fery'd you og. 


With the moſt noble witneſs of his Auth 28 
Mark d in his Face, and every part about him, 
That turns not from an Enemy. But view him, 
Oh do not grieve him, Sir, if you do mean 

That he ſhall hold his Place: It is not ſafe | 
To tempt ſuch Spirits, and let them wear their Swords, 
You'll make your Guards your Terrors by theſe A 
And throw more Hearts off from you than jou told; 


v1 


And I muſt tell you, Sir, with my old fre 


And my old Faith to boot, you have not liv'd 11 0 . 

But that your ſtate will need ſuch Men, ſuch FA... 
Of which here's one, ſhall in an hour of tr. yal, 
Do you moro certain Service with a Aroke? 4 


With all the unſavory. unction of their Tong, , Ae i bs 3 
Kol. Peace, Talker. 1 

Aubr. One that loves you yet, my Lo 4 
And would not ſee you pull on your own Ruins; 


Awe and affrights are n-ver'tyes of Love; 
And when Men begin to fear the Prince, they hate him; 
Kol. Am I the Prince, or you? 


 Aubr. My Lord, I hope l have not utter d ought ſhould urge 4 


_ ueſtion. 
Then practiſe your Obedience, ſee him dead. 
pe My Lord? Roll. Pll hear no more. 


Aubr. I'm ſorry then; there's no ſmall deſpair, Sir, of their Safety, 


whoſe Ears are block'd up againft Truthz come, Captain. 
Ham. I thank you, Sir. 
Aubr. For un: for ſeeing thy Brother a a Man, and honeſt? 
Live thou ſo, Captain, I will afſure thee, * 
Although I die for't rooz come FEx. all bat Roll and Lat. 
Rol. Now, Larorch, what do you think? (boldeſt. 


Lat. That Aubrey's Speech and Manners ſound ſomewhat of the 


Rol. Tis his cuſtom. 
Lat; It may be ſo, and yet be worth a fear. 


Lat. I dare nor, ©, Sir, be Author _ 
Of what I would be, tis ſo dan | 
But with your Highneſs favour and Your — 
Kal. He talks, tis true; he is licens'd: Leave him, 
Nothing left ſtanding to obſcure our proſpect, 
right forth, beſide, and round about u 


| (too. 
Rol. If we thoug be fo, it ſhould be worth his Life, and quickly 


And 


15e Bloody Brother. | * 


And ſee it * pleaſure: Only one 

Wiſh'd joy there wants to make us to poſſeſs it, 
And that is Edith, Edith, ſhe that got me 

In Blood and Tears, in ſuch an oppoſite minute, 
As had I not at once felt all the flames | 
And ſhaſts of Love ſhot in me, his whole Armory, 
I ſhould have thought him as far off as Death. 

Lat. My Lord, expect a while, your Happineſs 
Is nearer than you think it; yet her Grieſs 
Arc green and freſh, your vigilant Latorch 
Hath not been idle; I have leave already 
To viſic her, and fend to her. ; 

Rol. My Life. | 

Lat. And if | find not out as ſpeedy ways, 

And proper Inſtruments ro work and bring her 

To your fruition z that ſhe be not watch'd 

Tame to your Highneſs wiſh, ſay you have no Servant 
Is capable of ſuch a truſt about you, 

Or worthy to be Secretary of your Fleaſure. 

Rol. Oh my Latorch, what ſhall I render thee 
For all thy travels, care, and love? | 

Lat. Sir, one Suit, which I will ever importune, till you grant me. 

Rol. About your Mathematicians ? 

Lat. Ves, to have | | 
The Scheme of your Nativity judg'd by them, 

I have't already erte cted; O my Lord, 
You do not know the labour of my fears, 
My doubts for you are ſuch as cannot hope 
Any Security but from the Stars; * 
Who, being rightly ask'd, can tell Man more 
Than all power elſe, there being no power beyond them. 

Rol. All thy Petitions ſtill are care of us. | 
Ask for thy ſelf. | 

Lat. What more can concern me, than this ? 

Rol. Well, riſe true honeſt Man, and go then, 

We'll ſtudy our ſelves a means how to reward thee, 

Lat. Your Grace is now ioſpird; now, now your Highneſs 
Begins to live, from this hour count your joys : | 
But, Sir, I muſt have Warrants, with blanks figur'd, . 
To put in Names, ſuch as 1 like. | : 

Rol. You ſhall. | | . + 24 
Lat. They dare not elſe offer, Sir, at your figure. 
Oh I ſhall bring you wonders; there's a Friar * 
Ryſee, an admirablc Man, anocher 

A Gentleman, and then le Fine, | 

The Mirror of his Time; 1 that ſet it. 
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60 - . 7 


But there's one Norbret (him I neyer 3 N 
Has made a Mirror, a meer Looking- laſs my 
In ſhew you'd think t no other; the form Oval, . 
As | am given to underſtand by Letter, i. "a 3 
Which renders you ſuch Shapes, anff thoſe fo ang 
And ſome that will be queition'd and give anſwers 3 
Then has he ſet it in a Frame, that ren 
Unto the Revolutions of the Start, 
And ſo compact by due proportios 3 1 wy 322 
Unto their harmony, doth moye alone | | 
A tiue Automaton; thus Deda, Statues, KID OC Mi, Sap 
Or Yulcan's Tools 12 =. r 

Rol. _ mou believe this? 

Lat. Sir hy, what ſhoyld ſtay m Paich, >: 
He has been 4 ＋ it above 89880 Weis 1 tr 15 Se? 
Three ſevens, the powerful, and the perfect numbers; 
And Art and Time, Sir, Gap x roduce ſuch things. 
What do i read there of Hiarbas Banquet? 
The great Gymnoſophiſt, that had his Butlers? 
And Carvers of we ure Gold ich at Table? 
The Images of M ercury, too, t K t ſpoke? 

The Wooden Door that flew? A Snake of Bras 
That hiſt? and Birds of Silver that did ling? ro: 
All thoſe new done by the Mathematicks, 29 
Without which there's no F nor no Truth. 

Rol. You are in your fpbea r, Latorch; and rather 
Than I'll contend w'ye for ir, I'll believe it, 
You've won upon me that 1 with to ſee. ES 
My Fate before me now, what'er it be. | | 

Lat. And I'll endeavour, you {hill know with e. wr 
For which I ſhoujd have © one of truſt go with me, | pA 
If + $6 pleafe, 'Hantond, that 1 may b Fig | 


i: 
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ou my firſt Diſpatches ; after | 
Shall all bring you more, and as they come ſtill more. 
Fol. Take your way, 
Chuſe mn own IV and be it prog to us. . 


4 Bier Ruſee, 4. vie la Fiske, Natbjes and rp 


'  Ruſ. Come, bear up , we ſhall have better dent 
My Almanack tells me. 0 51 | IT * 
Zul. What is that your Rug, e 
Ruf. It never irch'd in vi in vain yet ; Sid, 1 cke, 0 

Throw off thy ſluggiſh Face, I cangat ahidę * 
To ſee thee look like a por Ae Round, 


The Bloody Brother. 
That ſaw no Meat theſe three days. 
= Fiske. 'Slight to mo 
It ſeems thifteen Days ſince 1 ſaw, any. 
_ Ruf. Ho. . 7+ 
FP. J can't remember that I ever ſaw 
Or Meat or Mony, you may talk of both 
To open a Man's Stomach or his fte | 
But fred” em ſtill with Air. 
Bub, Friar, I fear 
You do not ſay your Office well a-days. 
Nor. Pox, he feeds 
With leachery, and lives upon th* exchange 
Of his two Eggsand Puddings with the Market-women, 
Ruſ. And what do you, Sir, with the Adyocate's Wife, 
Whom you perſwade, upon your Doctoral Bed, 
To take the Mathematical Trance fo often ? 
 Fiske, Come, we are ſtark navght all, bad's the beſt of us, 
Four of the ſeven deadly ſpots we are; 
Beſides our Leachery, we are envious, 
And moſt, moſt gluttonous when we have it thus, 4 
Moſt covetous now we want it; then our Boy 
He is a fifth ſpot, Sloth and he undoes us. 
Zub. Tis true, the Child was wont to be induſtrious, 
And now and then ſent ro a Merchant's Wife 
Sick of the Husband, or a ſwearing Butler 
| That miſs'd of his Bowls, a crying Maid 
Had loft a Silver Spoon; the Curry Comb 
; Sometimes was wanting; there was ſomething gotten; 
But now—— 
Pip. What now? Did not I Yeſter-morning 
. Bring you in a Cardecu-there from the Peaſanr, 
| Whoſe Aſs I had driven aſide, and hid, that you 
Might conjure for him f and then laſt Night, 
Six Soulz from the Cook's Wife, you ſhar d among you, 
To ſet a figure for the Peſtle I ſtole, 
It is not at home yet; theſe things, —— Maſters | | 
In a hard time, they would be thought on: You | 
: | 
| 
| 
: 


Talk of your Lands and Caſtles in the Air, 
Of your twelve Houſes there: But it is I 
That bring you in your Rents for em, tis ies 
That is your Bird-call, | | 
Nor. Faith he does well, | 
And cuts through the Elements for . mak verd. ſ by q 
In a fine dextrous Line. Kg” : | | 
* 


Firke. But not as he did 2 „A. 12 | 
At firſt, then he would (ail * any Wind | 272 


Inte 5 oo |. 
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Into every Creek and Corner. 
| I was light then, ' 
New built and rigg'd when 1 came to you, Gentlemen, | 
Bur now with often and far venturing for you 8 
Here be Leaks ſpi ung, and whole Planks wanting, ſee you; 
If you'll new heath me again, yet am for-you 
To any Bog cr Sleights, where-c'er you'll ſend me z 
For as | am, where can this 5 - uh Bark 
Put in for any Service; leſs it 
O'th' ifle of Rogues, and there turn Pirate for yeu? 
Nor. Faith he ſays Reaſon, Fryar, you muſt leave 
Yeur neat criſp Claret, and fall to ycur Cyder 
A whi'e, and you la Fiske, your larded Capons 
And Turkies for a time, and take a gocd 
Clean Tripe in your way; de Bube too muſt content him with 
wholſom two ſouz d Petitoes, no more Crown Ordinaries, till we 
have cloath'd.our Infant. 
Bube. 8) you'll keep 
Your own good Motions, Doctor, your dear ſelf. 
Fiske. Ves, for we all do know the Latitude 
Of "MN Concupiicence., - 
Kuſ. Here about your Belly. 
Bube. You'll pick a Bottle open or a Whimey, | 
As ſoon as the beſt of us. | | 
Ficke. And dip your Wriſt- bands, | [The Bell Rix gi. 
(For Cuffs you've none) as comely in the Siuce 
A: any Courtier———hark, the Bell, who is there? 
Ii Good luck I do conjure thecz Boy look out. 
Pip They are Gallants, Courtiers, one of em is 
Of the Dake's Bed- chamber. [Exit and enters again. 
Ruſ. I atorch, down, | [To Norbret. 
On with your Gown, there's a new Suit i'd, 
Did I not tell you, Sons of Hunger? Crowns, 
Crows are coming towards you, Wine and Wenches 
You ſhall have once again, and Fidlers : 
Into your Studies cloſe; each lay his. Ear 
To his Door, and as you hear me to prepare you 
So come; and put me on that Vizard only. 
Enter Latorch, and Hamond. 
Lat. Vou'll not be far hence Captain, when e 
Buſineſs is done you ſhall receive preſent Diſpatch. Ng 
Ham. I'll walk, Sir, in the Cloyfter, [Exir. 
- Ruſ. Monſieur Latorch z my Son, CIAL 
The Stars are happy ſtill that — you bitber. , 
Lat. Im glad to hear their Secretary ſay ſo, 4 12 | 
1 learned Father Rejeo, you > 1 n 5 


\ 


— 


Monſieur de Bube, how do they? n . 
Ruſ. At their Studies, 
They are the Secretarics of the Stars, Sir, 
Still at their Books, they will not be pull'd off, 
They ſtick like cupping Glaſſes; if ever Men 
Spoke with the tongue of Deſtiny, tis they, 
Lat. For loves ſake let's ſalute em. 
Ruf. Boy, go ſee, 
Tell them who's here, ſay, that their Friends do challenge 
Some portion of their Time, this is our Minute, 
Pray em they'll ſpare it: they are the Sun and Moon 
Of Knowledge; pity rwo ſuch noble Lights 
Should live obſcur'd here in an Univerſity, 
W hoſe Beams were fit tillumine any Court 
Of Chriſtendom, ' 
Enter la Fisk, de Bube, and Pippeau. 
Lat. The Duke will ſhortly know em. 
Fiate. Well, look upon the Aſtrolabe; you'll find it 
Four Almucanturies at leaſt. | | | 
Bube. It is (0. 
Ruſ. Still of their learned ſtuff, they care for nothing, 
But how to know, as negligent of their Bodies 
In Diet, or elſe, eſpecially in their Cloaths, 
As it they had no change. 
Pip. They have ſo little 
As well may free them from the Name of Shifters, - 5 
itte. Monſicur Laroreb? 
Lat. How is it, learned Gentlemen, with both your Virtues ? 
Bube. A moit happy hour, when we ſee you, Sir. q 
Lat. When you hear me then 
It will be happier; the Duke greets you both 
Thus, and though you may touch na Mony, Father, 
Yet you may take it. ; | : 
Kuſ. Tis his 'Highneſs Bounty, | 
But yer to me, and thefe that have put off - f 
The World, ſuperfluous, : 
Fits. We have heard of late of his Highneſs good ſuceeſs, 
Bube. And gratulate ir. 8 of 
Lat. Indced he hath ſcap'd a ſtrange Conſpiracy, J 
Thanks to his Stars; which Stars he prays, by me, 
You would again conſult, and make a Judgment | 
On what you lately erected for my Love. 
Ruf. Oh, Sir, we dare not. Fiske. For our Lives. 
Zu be. It is the Prince's Scheme. bak 


Lat. T*encouiter with that —_— EP 
Herc's to aſſure you, his Signet, write your Names j 
1 Ane ; Wo, „ Aud [ 
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2 Bubs, We muſt intreat ſome Time, ig 6; - Tre RI 
Lat. | muft then intreat, it he as Feet; as 3 en 2 
Fiske, H ve you the Scheme here? „es, 4-71) 
Ruſ, 1 would you had, Sir, attother Wir. A ITO 
Lat. What would that do ? 
Eu Marry we have a Doctor, Sir, that in this Buſineſs 9 
Would not 8 the ſecond Part. | 4: 14-1 
Lat. Not Him t 1 Writ to me of * . 
Ruſ. The very (am 
Lat. I ſhould have madb it, Sir, my ſuit to ſee him; 
Here is a Warrant, Fatfler, [ cogcei d 
That he had ſolely applied himſelf to Magick. 
Rus. And to their Studies too Sir, in this Field 
He was initiated, but we ſhall hardly X 
Draw him from his Char. 5 
Lat. Tell him he ſhall Have Gold. | 
 Fiske, Oh, ſuch a Syfſable would make him to een 
Ever to breath in your fight. 
Finke, Sie; i yo do pied to Bie hl 
Fiske. Sir, u do pleaſe to give a thi 
Muſt have't convey'd hop! a log 0 ing, 
Ruſ. Or left behind ſome Book in his Study. Fol 
Bube. Or in ſome old Wall. . Sit, . 
Fizke. Where his Familiars may tell him of it ada rar, him 
Bube. Or elſe I' go and aſſay _ 1 
Lat. Take Gold with you. _ 
Ruſ. That Will Hot be amiſs; give 1 Boy, 90 | 
He knows his Holes, and how to bait his Spirits. 
= Pip. We muſt lay in ſeveral Places, Sir. 
We Ruſ. That's true; thatif onecome not, the other may hit. 
| Lat. Well go then; is he ſo — Gentlemen? 
Fiste. The very top of our profeſſion, mouth of the Fatesz 8 
Pray Heav'n his Spirits be in a good humour to take, 2 0 1 30 
They'll fling the Gold about the Houſe elſmmeſem. 
| Bube. Ay, and beat the Fryer if he go not well V 
= | Furniſh'd with Holy-watef, vi 15 ba wt 
1 Fiske, Sir, you muſt obſerve hi 4 bo bal 13 
Bube. Not croſs him in a Word Or Bube be! 's gone? zi 03 21h 5 
| Ficke. If he do come, which is a Hazard „ier PA 
1 Maſs he's here, this is ſpetd. mr 
'H Enter Norbret, Rake, and Pippoau. 0 O .J. 
Nor. Where is our Scheme, a ei nd 
Let's ſee, diſpatch, nay ſumbling now, 'who's this? + I ES 
N.. Chief Gentleman of the, Duke's Chaml Doctor, ü 22711 
Nur. Oh let him be, good even to him, he's a Courtier, 


The Rloogy Brotler. 
ll ſpare his Complement, tell him: - whar* ee 
E Nocturnal, Longitude ace pies” * 
At forty Nine and ten Minutes? Hoy arg-the Carding Fu as 
Fist. Libra in  (wamy four, forty four die 3 
And Capriceru. 
Nor. | (ec it, ſeg the Planets, | 
Where, how are they diſpos'd? The Sun and ve, 
Mars with the Dragon's Tail in the third Ho 
And pars Fortune in the Ino Coli, 
Then Jupiter in the Twelfth, 1 Cacodemon. 
Bube. And Venus in the ſecond loferna Porta. 
Nor, I ſee it, peace, then Saturn in the Fifth, 
Luna i'th* Seventh, and mch q 76 2 
Then Mars his Gaudium, be Boa 


And join'd with Libra too, the Poms, by 4 
And Junia Celi, Mars his Exal 15 55 ; 
In the ſeventh Houle, Aries beige — 


And where he is now ſeated, a n 
To be the Almuten. Wg ol 105 0 15 85 
Ruſi Yes, he's Lord of the Genityre, a + 
Whether you examine it by Peolemy's way, 

Or 9 95 += ar Alkindys. .. 
Ficke. No other Planet hath ſo m We Dj pitics 
Either by him =X - in regard of 1 70 | 
lay are | "% 


Nor. Why hol a 995 
The Lady of the aß 
The other part, a 4 1 5 ihe the Gehe, 
Being noQurnal, 9 i is the hi gheſt, we 
None elſe being i in ſufficient Dior, 
She being in Artes in the Seventh Houſe,..,, . 
Where Sol Exalted, is the Alchorqd en 
Bube. Ves, tor you ſee he hath his es enen N Tas 
In the D ces where the is, and nes ot net” ney 
By. that, "Digniries wr * 
Ficke. Which are clearly more Ma i; bs told ox 

Than _ by 1 fow this view rt in the Scheele 

Nor. aw 2 e W tes, 
That he beholds her Fe Top A * SOM og "oe 
Here out of Sagittary, almoſt ale . 
And how that Mars out. gf A ſelf 127 7 * 

| 


(But another Sign) here by a 2 1050 
Loeks at the Hilege, with a Quar 
The Houſe where the 9 Wn, 0 1 1 | | 
Have told you, but LN 4 1205 i 7 | ww 
That this ſame Quargile 15 * 


— Here i in the de Scyenth, prom 1 R ul 
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Crude Doras, being fo near Mart, N N TL. 
rn in * Houſe of rr. 
Lat. How, Sir? 1 pray you clear chat. . 
Fer. What is the queſtion fuſt? 
Ryſ.. Of the Duke's Lite, what Dangers threaten-him? EY 


Nor. Apparent, and thoſe ſudden, when the * 
Or Alchoroden by direction come 
To a Quartile oppoſition of the place 
Where Mars is in the Geniture (which is now 
At Hand) or elſe oppoſe to Mars himſelf; expect it. 

Lat. But they may be prevented. 

Nor. Wiſdom onl7 | | 
That rules the Stars, may do itz 79 Mari MM. N 
Lord of the Geniture in Capricorn, 

Is, if you mark it, now a Sextile here, 

| With Fen Lady of the Horoſcope. © 
So ſhe being in her Exilium,-which is Scorgio, - © 
And Mars his Gaudium, is'ver-rui'd by him 


And clear debilitated five Degrees '. © 
Beneath her ordinary Power, fb © © 4% 
That, at the moſt, ſhe can but mitigate. 
Lat. You cannot name the Perſons bring this davger 7 | 
Nor. No, that the Stars tell us nor, they name no Man, 
That is a work, Sir, of another Place. g 


Ru. Tell him whom you ſuſpett, and he'll 3 8 Fs 
Lat. Sir, we do fear one Aubrey; it twere Ee ein 
I ſhould be glad; for we ſhould ſoon prevent him. 
Fiat. | know him, the Duke's Kinſman, a tall Man? 
Lay hold of't, Norbret. | | 
Nor. Let me pauſe a little, re ee _ 
Is he not near of kin-unto the Duke? 6 tc vi 3m rite 
Lat. Yes, reverend Sir. © | > 
Nor. Fart for your Reverence, keep it it xi VI Z and ſomewbat 
Lat. He is ſo. MY. Stature? 
Nor. How old is he? | | 
File. About ſeven and fifty: | 
Nor. His Head and Beard laune be gre 
Lat. Right, Sir, : 
Nie. And fat? | 
Nor. He is ſome what corpulent, 1 be not? 
| ; Lr. You ſpeak the Man, Sir. at 
3 Nor. Well, Fr ook to him, farewell. [Evi erz 
„ Lr. Oh, it is Aubrey; Gemlemen, 1 ou,” An A. 
| Ler me receive this under all your Hands, Rr 85 f 
© Buf. Why, he will ſhew you him in his Magic Ga | | 
If you increat him, and but gratifie 
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A Spirit or two more. 


Lat. He ſhall eat Gold | | 

If he will have it, fo ſhall you all; there's that 

Amongſt you firſt, let me have this to ſend : 

The Duke in the mean time; and then what fights 

You x leaſe to ſhew; I'll have you fo rewarded 

As never Artiſts were, you ſhall ro Court 

Along with me, and there wait your Fortunes, 
Bube. We have a pretty part of't in our Pockets; 

Boy we will all be new, you ſhall along too, 


SCENE II. 


Enter Sophia, Matilda, and Edith, - 

Mat. Good Madam, hear the Suit that Edith urges, 
With ſuch ſubmiſs Beſeeches; nor remain 
So ſtrictly bound to Sorrow for your Son, 

That nothing elſe, though never fo befitring, 
Obtains your Ears, or Obſervation. 

Soph. W hat would ſhe ſay} J hear. 

Ed. My Suit is, Madam, * 
That you would pleaſe to think as well of Juſtice 
Due to your Son's Revenge, as of more wrong added 
To both your ſelves for it, in only grieving. þ 
Th* undaunted Power of Princes ſhould not be 
Confin'd in deedleſs cold Calamity; 

Anger, the Twin of Sorrow, in your Wrongs 
Should not be ſmother'd, when his Right of Birth 
Claims th' Air as well, and force of coming forth. 
Soͤspb. Sorrow is due already, Anger never 
Should be conceived, but where it may be born 

In ſome Fact fit Vemploy his active Flame, 

That elſe conſumes who bears it, and abides 
Like a falle Star that quenches as it glides. 

Ed. I have ſuch means t'employ it as your Wiſh 

Can think no better, eaſier, or ſecurer; 

And ſuch as but th* Honours I intep4 

To your Partakings, I alone cou end, 

But your Parts in all ducs ro crying Blood 

For Vengeance in the Shedder, are much greater: 

And therefore ſhould work your Hands to his Slaughter. 
For your Conſent to which, twere infinite wrong 

To your ſevere and moſt impartial Juſtice, 

To move you to forget ſo falſe a on 

As with a Mother's Duty made you curſe him. - 

Mat, Edith, he is forgot, for any Son | 
Born of my Mother, or to me a 8 | 


— 


[ Exennt. 
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For ſhould we ſtill perform our Rights to him 


Wee ſhould partake his Wrong, and as foul be 


In Blood and damned Parricide as he. 
And therefore tell the happy means that Heav' n 
Puts in thy Hand, for all our long' d- for Freedom 
From ſo abhorr'd and impious a WMonſter. 


Soph. Tell what ſhe will, lll lend nor Hand nor Ear 


To whatſoever Heav'n puts in her power. 


Mar. How ſtrange ſhe is to what ſhe chiefly wildes? 


Sweet Edith, be not any Thought the more 
Piſcourag'd in thy Purpoſe, but aſſured 


Her Heart and Prayers «re thine ; and that we two 


Shall be enough to all we wiſh to — 
Editb. Madam, my ſelf alone 
Shall be afforded Power enough from Heav'n 
To end the Murtherer: AR 4 wiſh bf you, 

Is but ſome richer O:nawents and Jewels 

Than 1 am able to provide my ſelf, 

To help out the Defects of my poor Beauty, 
That yet hath been enough, a+ now it is, 

To make his Fancy mad with my Deſire? 

But you know, Madam, Women never can 

Be too fair to torment an amorcu; Man; 

And this Man's Torments I would heighten till, 
Till at their bigheſt he be fit ro kill. 


Mat. Thou ſhalt have all my Jewels and my Motber's, 
And thou ſhalt paint too, has his Blood's Deſire 


May make bim periſh in a pumed Fire 3 
Haſt thou been with bim yet? 
| Edith. Been with him? no; - 
I ſet that hour back to haſte more his longin 25 
But i have promis d to his Inſtruments, 
The Admittance of a Viſit at our Houle, 
Where yet L would receive him with all Luttre 
My Sorrow would give Leave to, to remove 
Suſpicion of my PurpoſſwſeCG. 

Mat. Theu ſhalt have 0 
All I can add, ſweet Wench, in Jewen, Tircs, 


| Vibe my ſelf th. Drcfler; nor m 


Serve my own Love with a 50 Habood- - 


| mike no doubr 


- More ſweelW, nor more amply, than may'ft thou 


Thy forward Wilt with his bewitch'd Affections 


Aﬀe@'ſt thou any perſonal Aid' of 1100, | 
My nobleſt Editb? 

Editb. Nought but your kind Prayers, 
For full Effect od Speed of * Affairs 


* 
3 
* - 


. 
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Mar. They are thine, my Edith, as for me, my own; 
For thou well know'ſt, if Blood ſhed of the beſt 
Should cool and be forgotten, who would fear 
To ſhed Blood ſtill? or where, alas, were then 
The endleſs Love we owe to worthy Men? | 


Ed. Loye of the worthieſt ever bleſs your Highneſs! —=[Exw. - 


- 
3 1 Fw 


* 


ACT V. SCENE. 
Enter Rollo with a Glaſs, Aubrey, and Servants. 


4 Never ſtudied my Glaſs till now, 
It is exceeding well; now leave me, Couſin, 


How takes your Eye the Object? | 
Aubr. | have learn'd | 

So much, Sir, of the Courtier, as to ſay 
Four Perſon does become your Habit; 
Bur being call'd unto it by a noble War, 
Would grace an Armour berter. 


Rol. Ou are ſtill — 
For that great Art of which you are the Maſter; 


Yet I muſt tell you, that to the Encounters 

Me oft attempt, arm'd only thus, we bring 

As troubled Blood, Fears mixt with flatt'ring Hopes, 

The Danger in the Service too as great, 3 

As when we are to charge quite through and through 

The Body of an Army. | 

Aubr. Ill not argue | | 

How you may rank the Dangers, but will die in't, 

The ends which they arrive at, are as diſtant 

In every Circumſtance, as far as Honout 

Is from Shame and Repentance. ; 

_ You 2 : be | * 

Aub. I would ſpeak my free Thoughts, yet not 2 $ 
Nor am I ſo — * of the Tit © a n 

Of one that dares talk any thing that was 

Againſt the Torrent of his own Opinion, 

That I affect to ſpeak ought may offend you; 

And therefore, gracious Sir, be pleas'd to think 

My Manners or Diſcretion have inform'd me 

That I was born, in all good ends, to ſerve you: 

And not to check at what concerns me not: 

J look not with ſore Eyes on your rich Out - ſide, 


Nor rack my Thoughts to find out to what purpoſe 


G 2 is 
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_ *Tis now employ'd; 1 wiſh it may be gooe. 
- And that, I hope, cff-nds nar for a Subject | 10 
Towards his Prince in things indifferent: | 
To uſe the Auſtereneſs of a cenſuring Cato 
Is A:rogance, not Freedom. 
Rol. I commend 2 
This Temper in you, ard will cheriſh ir. 
: 8 Enter Hamond with Letters. 
They come from Rowe, Latorch imployed you? 
Ham. True, Sir. 
Kol. 1 muſt not now be troubled with a Thought 
Ot any new Deſign; good Aubrey read em, 
And as they ſhall direct you, uſe my Power, 
Or to reply, or execute. 4 | 
Dy Aubr. I will, Sir. = 
Rol. And Captain, bring a Squadron of our Guard 
To th' Houſe that late was Baldwin's, and there wait me. 
Ham. | ſhall. 5 5 | 
Kol. Some two Hours hence. 
Ham. With my beſt Care. | 
Rol. Inſpire me Love, and be thy Deity, 
Or ſcorn'd, or fear'd, as now thou favour'ſt me. [Exte, 
Ham, My ftay to do my Duty, may be wrongs TY 
Your Lordihip's Privacy. 
Aubr. Captain, your Love +, | 
Is ever welcome; I intreat your Patience 
W hile I peruſe theſe. TN. 2 | 
Ham. | attend your Pleaſure. 
£ubr., How's this, a Plot on me? 
Ham. What is contain'd | 
In th* Letters that I brought, that thus tranſportz him? 
Aubr. To be wrought on by Rogues, and have my Head 
Brought to the Axe by Knaves-that cheat for Bread? 
The Creatures of a Par:ft:e, a Slave; 
I find you here Latorch, nor wonder at it; 
But that this honeſt Captain ſhould be made 
His lnſtrument, affl.cts me; I'll make Trial | 
Whether his Will or Weakneſs made him do it. 
Captain, you ſaw the Duke, whenhe commanded : 
I ſhould do what theſe Letters did direct mem, 
And | preſume you think I'll not neglect, 
For Fear or Favour, to remove all Dangers, 
How near ſoever that Man can be to me 
From whom they ſhould have Buth. 
Ham. It is confirm'd. | A349 2Vvit Gin; 
Aubr. Nor would you, Captain, I believe, refuſe, .' 


Or 
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Or for reſpect of Thankfulneſs, or Hopes, 
To uſe your Sword with tulleſt Coi fidenc 
Where ke ſhall bid you ſtrike. Þ: 44 
Ham. | vever have done | 
Aubr. Nor will, I think 
Ham. I hope it is not que ſtiou d. 
Jubr. The means to have it fo, is now propos ' d you. 
Draw ; ſo, 'tis well; and next cut off my Head. 
Ham. What mears your Lordſhip? 
Aubr. Tis, Sir, the Duke's Pleaſure : 
My lnnoccnce bath made me dangerous, 
And I muſt be remoy'd, and you the Man 
Muſt a& his Will. | | 
Ham, l'Il be a Traitor fi;ſt, before I ſcrve it thus. 
Aubr. It mult be done, 25 : 
And that you may not doubt it, there's your Warrant, 
But as you read, remember, Hamond, that 
I never wrong'd one of your brave Profeflion; . 
And, though it be not manly, I muſt grieve 
That Man of whoſe Love l was moſt ambitious 
Could find no Object of his Hate but mo. | 
Ham. It is no lime to talk now, honcur'd Sir, 
Be pleas'd to hear thy Servant, I am wrong'd, 
And cannot, being now to ſerve the Duke, 
Stay to expreſs the manner how; but if 
do not ſuddenly give you ſtrong proofs, 
Your life is dearer to me than my oon. | 
May I live baſe, and dye ſo: Sir, your pardon. Ex. Ham. 
Aubr I am both ways tuin d, both ways mark'd for laughter ; 
Oa every fide, about, behind, before me, 


My certain Fate is fix'd: Were la Knave now, 


I could avoid this: Had my Actions | 

But mer relations to their own Ends, | could ſcape now: 
Oh Honeſty! thou clder Child of Virtue, 80 
Thou ſeed of Heav'n, why to acquire thy Goodneſs 
Should Malice and Diſtruſt ſtick Thorns before us, 

And make us ſwim unto thee, hung with hazards? 

But Heav'n is got by ſuffering, not diſputing ; 

Siy he knew this before-hand, where am I then? 

Or ſay he does know it, where's my Loyalty? 

I know his Nature, troubled as the Sea, 

And as the Sea devouring when he's vex'd, 

And I know Princes are their own Expounders. 

Am | afraid of Death? of dying nobly ? 

Of dying in mine Innocence uprightly? 

Have I met Death in all his forms, and fears, 


Now 


LOT 
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| New on the points of Swords, now pitch'd on Lances, 

In fires, and ſtorms of Arrows, Battles, Breaches, 

And ſhall I now ſhrink from him, when he courts me 

Smiling and full of Sanctity ? I'll meet him; 

My Loyal Hand and Heart ſhall give this to him, 

And though it bear beyond what Poets feign 

A Puniſhment, Duty ſhall meer that pain ; 

And my moft conſtant Heart, to do him good, 

Shall check at neither pale Affright nor Blood. 

| Enter Meſſenger, EN. 

Meſſ. The Dutcheſs preſently, would crave your preſence. 
Aubr, 1 come; and Aubrey now refolve to keep 

Thy Honour living, though thy Body ſleep. „ ein z- 

SCENE II. 

Enter Edith, a Boy, and a Banquet ſet out. 
Edith. Now for a Father's Murther, and thy ruin, 
All Chaſtity thall fuffer if be reign ; 
Thou bleſſed Soul, look down, and ſteel thy Daughter, 
Look on the Sacrifice ſhe comes to ſend chee, | 

And through the bloody Clouds behold my Piety, 
Take from my cold Heart fear, from my Sex pity, 
And as I wipe theſe Tears off, ſhed for thee, 

So all remembrance may I loſe of Mercy; 

Give me a Woman's anger bent ro Blood, + 

The wildneſs of the Winds to: drown his Prayers, 
Storm-like may my Deſtruction fall upon him, 

My Rage like roving Billows as they riſe, 

Pour'd on his Soul to fink it, give me Flatrery, 

(For yet my conſtant Soul ne*er. knew diſſembling) 
Flattery the food of Fools, that I may rock bim 
And lull him in the Down of his Deſires; | 
That in the height of all his hopes and wiſhes, 

His Heav'n forgot, and all his Lufts upon him, | 
My Hand, like Thunder from a Cloud, may ſeize him. 
I hear him come, go Boy, and entertain him. ; 


* Euter Rollo. 


SQN G. 
Take, ob take thoſe Lips away 
That ſo ſweetly were forſworn, 
And thoſe Eyes, like break of day, 
Lights that do miſ-lead the Morn; 
But my Kiſſes bring again, 
Seals of Love, though ſeal'd it vain. - 


\ 


4 


Hide, 


The Bloody Brother. 
Hide, ob hide thoſe bills of Snow, 

Which thy frozen Bloſſom bears, 
On whoje tops the Pinks that grow 

Are of thoſe that April wears, 


But firſt ſet my poor Heart free, 
Bead in thoſe Iuy Chains by thee. 


js 


Rol. What bright Star, taking Beauty's form upon her, 
In all the happy luſtre of Heav'ns glory, 
Has drop'd down from the Sky to comfort me? | 
Wonder of Nature, let it not prophane thee 
My rude hand touch thy Beauty, nor this Kifs, 
The gentle Sacrifice of Love and Service, 
Be offer'd to the honour of thy Sweetneſs. N 
Ed. My gracious Lord, no Deity dwells here, 
Nor nothing of that Virtue, bur Obedience, 
The Servant te your Will affecks no flattery. 
Rol. Can it be flattery to {wear thoſe Eyes 
Are Love's eternal Lamps he fires all Hearts with? 
That Tongue the ſmart firing to his Bow? thoſe Sighs 
The deadly Shafts he ſends into cur Souls? EY 
Oh, took upon me with thy ſpring of Beauty. 
Ed. Your Grace is full of game, 
Rol. By Heav'n, any Edith, 
Thy Mother fe] on Roſes when ſhe bred thee: 
Ed. And thine on Brambles, that have prick'd her Heart our. 
Rol. The ſweetneſs of th' Arabian Wind ſtill blowing 
Upon the treaſures of Perſumes and Spices, | 
In all their pride and pleaſures, call thee Mrftreſs. 
Ed. Willt pleaſe you fic, Sir? * 
Rol. So you pleaſe fir by me. 
Fair gentle Maid, there is no ſpeaking to rhee, 
The Excellency that appears upon thee _ 
Tyes up my Tongue: Pray ſpeak to me. 
Ed. Of what, Sir? 
Rol. Of any thing, any thing is excellent. 
Will you take my directions? ſpeak of Love then; 
Speak of thy fair ſelf, Edirh; and while thou ſpeak ſt, 
Let me, thus languifhing, give up my ſelf, Wench. 
Ed. H' as a ſtrange cunning Tongue. yup do you figh, Sir? 
How maſterly he turns Fimtelf to catch me 
Kol. The way to Paradiſe, my gentle Maid, | 
Is hard and crooked, ſcarce Repentance finding, 
Wich all her holy helps, the Door to enter: 
Give me thy hand, what doſt thou feel? 
Ed. Vour Tears, Sir. LE. | 
5 'You 
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| The Bloody Brother. 
You weep extreamly; ſtrengthen me now Juſtice. 
Why are theſe Soxrows, Sir? . FR 


— 


Kol. Thou'lt never love nme 
If I ſhould tell thee, yet there's no way left 
Ever to purchaſe this bleſt Paradiſe, 
But ſwimming thither in theſe Tears, * 
Ed. I ſtagger. Kol. Are they not drops of Blood? 
Ed. No. Rol. They're for Blood then, - 
For guilile's Blood, and they muſt drop, my Edith, 
They mutt thus drop, till I have drown'd my miſchiefs. 
Ed lt this be true, I have no ſtrength to touch him. 
Rol. I prithee Dok upon me, turn not from me; 
Alas Ido confeſs Pm made of miſchiefs, 
Begot with all Man's miſeries upon me; 
But ſee my ſorrows, Maid, and do not thou, 
Whole only ſweeteſt Sacrifice is Soſtneſs, 
W hoſe true condition, Tenderneſs of Nature 
Ed. My Anger melts, Oh, I ſhall loſe my Juſtice. 
Kol. Do not thou learn to kill with cruelty, 
As I have done, to murther with thy Eyes, 
Thoſe bleſſed Eyes, as I have done with Malice. 
When thou haſt wounded me to death with Scorn. 
(As I deſerve ir, Lady) for my true Love, * 
When thou haſt loaden me with Earth for ever, 
Take heed my ſorrows, and the ſtings I ſuffer, 
Take heed my nightly Dreams of Death and Horrour 
Purſue thee not; No time ſhall tell thy Griefs then, 
Nor ſhall an hour of Joy add to thy Beauties. 
Look not upon me as I kill'd thy Father, : 
As | was ſmear'd in Blood, do not thou hate me, 
But thus in whiteneſs of my wath'd Repentance, 
In my Heart's Tears and truth of love to Edith, 
In my fair life hereafter. 
Ed. He will fool me. | 3 ry 
Rol. Oh with thine Angel Eyes behold and cloſe ms. 
Of Heav'n we call for Mercy, and obtain it; | | 
To Juſtice for our Right on Earth, and have it; 
Of tee | beg for Love, ſave me, and give it. 
-. > Now Heav'n thy help, or I am gone for ever, 
His Tongue has turn'd me into melting Pity. 
" Enter Hamond and Guard. 
Ham. Keep the Doors (afe, and upon pain of Death 
Let oo Man enter till I give the word. - 
Guard. We ſhall, Sir. ; ¶Exeunt. 
Ham, Here he is in all his pleaſure; I have my with. ; 
Rol. How now? Why doft thou ſtare fo? | e 2 
2 a | « - 
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De Bloody Brother. "FA 
Ed. A help, 1 hope. ILSS | 
Rol. Wha, dot thou \ ae who ſent thee? 
Ham. My Brother, and the bafe malicious Office 
Thou mad ſt me do to Aubrey; pray. Rol. Pray? | 
Ham. Pray; pray if thou canſt pray, I ſhall kill hy Soul elſe, 
Pray ſuddenly. Rol Thou can'ſt not be fo trauerous. 
Ham, lt is a Juſtice; ſtay, Lady; 
For I perceive your End; a Woman's Hand | 
Muſt not rob me of Vengeance. Ed. *I['is my Glory. 
Ham. *Tis mine, ſtay, and ſhare with me; by the Gods, Rollo, 
There is no way to ſave thy Life. Aol. No? 
Ham. No, it is ſo monſtrous, no Repentance cures it. 
Rol. Why then thou. ſhalt kill her firtt, and what this blood 
Will caſt upon thy curſed Head. Ham. Poor Guard, Sir. 
1 * Ed. Spare not, brave Captain. 
: Rol. Fear or the Devil has thee. | X | 
Ham. Such fear, Sir, as you gave your honou'd Mother, 
When your moſt virtuous Brother, ſhield-like, held her, 
Such Pl give you; put her away, 
Kol. I will not, I will not dic ſo tamely. (chee? 
Ham. Murtherous Villain, wilt thou draw Seas of Blood upon 
Ed. Fear not, kill him good Captain, any way diſpatch him, 
My Body's honour'd with that Sword that through me 
Sends his black Soul to Hell: Oh, but for one hand. 
Haw. Shake him off bravely. 
Ed. He's too ſtrong, ſtrike him. 
2 Ham. Ob, am I with you, Sir? Now keep you from him. 
— W hat, has he got a Knife? 5 
Ed. Look to him, Captain, for now he will be miſchievous. 
Ham. Do you ſmile, Sir? 
Does it ſo tickle you? Have at you once more. 
Ed. Oh bravely thruſt; take heed he come not in, Sir; 
. To bim again, you give him too much reſpite. 
— Rol. Yet will 25 ſave my life, and I'll forgive thee, 
And pive thee all, all Honours, all Advancements, 
Call thee my Friend. Ed. Strike, ſtrike, and hear him not. 
His Tongue will tempt a Saint. Kol. Oh for my Soul ſake. 
Ed. Save nothing of him. | 
Ham. Now for your farewel, 
Are you ſo wary? take you that. Rol. Thou that too; | 
Oh thou haſt kill'd me baſely, baſely, baſely. [ Dies, 
Ed, The juſt Reward of Murther falls upon thee. 
How do you, Sir? Has he not hurt you ? 
* f | feel _m any — 
Aubr. I charge you let us pas. Within, 
Guard. You cannot yet, on Aulr. I'l make way heel A 


* 


— 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Word. 


Guard. We are FRI to our Captain, aud till ke give the 


Enter Sophia, Matilda, Aubrey, Leds and Attendants. 
Ham. Now let them in theres So. Oh; here he lies, 
Sorrow on forrow ſreks nie. Oh, in his Blood he lies. 
Aubr. Had you ſpoke ſooner 
This might have been prevented; ſe 1 
Take the Dutcheſs, N 


And lead her off, this is no ſight for her Eyes. 


Mat, Oh bravely done, Wench. 
Ed. There ſtands the noble Doer. . 
Mat. My Honour ever ſeek thee for thy Juſtice, 

Oh 'twas a deed of high and brave Adventure, | 

A Juſtice even for Heav'h to erivy dt. 

Farewel my Sorrow's, and my Tears rake truce, 

My wiſhes are come round: Oh bloody Brothet, 

* Fill this hour never beautcous z ET Ss 

Like a full Sacrifice for all thy miſchi 

Flow'd from thee in theſe Rivers, never righteous: 

Od how my Eyes are quarry'd with their ſoys no? 

My longing Heart even leaping out for lightneſt? 

But dye thy black firs with thee, I forgive thee: | 
Aubr, Who did this deed ? | | 
Ham. I, and l' anſwer it. Die. 
Ed. He faints, oh that ſame curſed Knife has *I him: 

Aubr. How? 

Ed. He ſnarchꝰ'd it from my Hand, for whom 1 bore it 
And as they grappl'— 

Aubr. Juſtice is ever equal, 

Had it not been on him, th'adfſt dyd too hom. 
Did you know of his Dearh? 

Ed. Ves, and rejoyce in't. 

Aubr. L' ſorry for your Yourh chen; mehl the Scei@geſy 


Of Law ſhall not fall on you, that of Life 
Muſt preſently; go to n Cloyſter, carty her, 


And there for ever lead your Life in Penitehce. 
Ed. Beſt Futher to my Soul, I give you Tm, Sir: 
And now my fair Revenges have their ends, 


My Vows ſhall be my Kin, my Prayers my tongs WO #/ 2 


1 und Juplers. Hh. 
Tur. Stay there, I'll ſtep in Aud prepare the Duke, 
| Nor. We ſhall buve brave Re W] 1 d? 2 
Hit. That is without queſtion. 
Lat. By this Time where's my hofflag Friend, _ IM 
red that good Gentleman? Oh, c“ ag OW, | 
_ burſt my {cif nh cer lagen 


\ 
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The Bloody Brother. 3. %. Mm 
A wiſe Man, and a valiant Man, a joft Man; | "4 
To fuffer himſelf be juggl'd out of the Worid, E 
By a Number of poor Gipfies? fatewel Swaſh-buckler, 
For l know thy Mouth is cold enough by this Time; 
A hundred of ye I can ſhove as neatly, 
And ne'er draw Blood in ſhew : Now ſhall my Honour, 
My Power and Virtue walk alone: My Pleaſure 
Obſerv'd by all, all Knees bend to my Worſhip, 
All Suits to me as Saint of all their Forrunes, 
Prefer'd and crowded to, what full Place of Credit, 
And what Place now? your Lordſhipꝭ no, tis common, 
But that Vl} think to morrow on; now for my Buſineſs. 
Aubr. Who's there? 
Lat. Dead, my Maſter dead? Aubrey alive too? 
Gua, Lat#rch, Sit. Aubr. Seize his Body. 
Lor. My Mafter dead? | 
Aubr. And you within this half Hour, 
Prepare your felf, good Devil, you mult to it, 
Millions of Gold ſhall not redeem thy Miſchief. . 
Behold the Juſtice of thy Practice, Vallainz 
The Maſs of Murthers thou haſt drawa upon us; 
Behold thy Doctrine; you look now dy $2 Sir, 
To be advanc'd, I'm ſure, for all your Labours? 
And you ſhall have it; make his Gallows higher » 
By ten Foot at the leaſt, and then advance him. 
Lat. Mercy, Mercy. Aubrey, Tis too late, Fool, 
Such as you meant for me, away with him... [ He is led our. 
What gaping Knaves are theſe? bring em in, Fellows. 
Now, what are you? 
Nor. Mathematicians, if it pleaſe your Lordſhip. 
Aubr, And you drew a Figure? 
Fink. We have drawn many. 
Aubr, For the Duke, I mean; Sir Lazorch's Knayes you are. 
Nor, We know the Gentleman. 7 
Aubr. What did he promiſe you? 
Nor. We are paid already. 
Aubr. But 1 will ſee you better paid; go hip them. 
Nor, We do beſcech your Lordſhip, we were hir d. 
Aubr. 1 know you were, and you {hall hase your Hire; 
Whip 'em extremely, whip that Doctor there, 
Till he record huaſctf a Rogue. 
Nor. I am one, Sir. | 
Aubr. Whip him for being one, and when tb'are whipt, 
Lead 'em to the Gallows to fee their Patron hang'd: y | 
Away with them. | { They are led out, | 
Nor, Ab, good my Lord, 
Aubr. > 
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| Sue. Now «A own 


Right, IR 4 
1 Lord. You have the next indeed, we all confels ity © e 
And here ſtaud ready to'invelt you' with . 9 


© 2 Lad. Which to make ſtronger to vou, and * be. 2 ; 155 


Than Blood or Miſchicfs dare infringe again, 
Behold this Lady, Sir, this noble Lady, | ky 1 


Full of the Blood as you are. of that I mls 1 Sa. + 
How bleſſed would it be? moo 


* 


Aubr, Lapprehend you And ſo che fair 22 ac 
"Mc het ever conſtant Servant. iy _ cope 


1 * 


az. In all Purenefs, Ger ee. +: rot "14 * 
10 all Humflity of Heart and: St F 
To the moſt: noble „1 ſubmir me. 5 


Aubr. Then this is our firſt Tie, now to our. bode, 7; 


t Tord. We ate ready all to put the Hongur on you, "=> 
Aubr. Theſe ſad Rites muſt = done 1. Take ** A bod; 
2 as he was a Prince, ſo Princel Auer! 
Shall wait upon him: On this hone r 
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